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HORACE. 


POSCIMUR   SI    QUID. 

Harp  of  the*  Greek  !  if  to  this  hand 

Imported,  you  and  I  have  played, 

At  ease  and  with  the  hour's  command. 

In  greenwood  shade, 
Come,  let  me  have,  not  now  a  waking 
Of  those  old  tones,  but,  to  obey 
The  call  my  countrymen  are  making, 

A  Latian  lay. 
To  memory  and  the  public  ear 
Not  to  be  lost  as  heretofore, 
But  to  survive  the  current  year, 

And  haply  more. 
The  citizen  of  Lesbos,  he 
That  modulated  you  to  verse 
Long  antecedently  to  me, 

With  all  his  fierce 
*  Barbiton. 


MEC^NAS    ATAVIS. 

War-ardour,  cruising  when,  and  when 
His  storm-tost  galley  on  to  shore 
Enforced  to  lash,  to  martial  men 

Made  Liber,  or 
The  Muse  his  theme,  or  Venus  fair, 
And  boy  from  her  inseparate, 
Or  lustre  of  young  Lycus'  hair 

And  eyes  of  jet. 

0  ornament  to  Phoebus  bright. 
My  tortoise-shell !  to  banquets  dear 
Of  Jove  himself,  the  godhead's  height, 

Crown  of  the  cheer. 
Save  you  !   when  with  observance  meet 

1  shall  have  summoned  you  soe'er, 
Come  to  me,  consolation  sweet 

Of  all  my  care. 


MEC^NAS    ATAVIS. 

MECiENAS  !   come  of  Ions;  asfo 
King-ancestors,  to  whom  I  owe 
Safebeing  first,  and  then  to  be 
So  sweetly  graced  as  you  grace  me. 
It  forms  the  fine  delight  of  some 
To  raise  along  the  hippodrome 


MEC^NAS    ATAVIS. 

Olympic  dust  :  address  to  roll 

Hot  axletree  to  shave  the  goal. 

With  notability  that's  bred 

Of  palmy  circlet  to  the  head, 

To  level  lifts  with  heavenly  powers 

The  masters  of  this  world  of  our's. 

This  man  will  have  Quirites  vie 

To  pass  him  up  to  honours  by 

The  dozen,  with  a  steady  love 

Not  always  not  inclined  to  move  ; 

While  this,  indifferent  to  votes. 

But  caterer  for  their  noisy  throats, 

Bestows  away  in  vast  grain-stores 

Whate'er  is  swept  from  Lybian  floors. 

The  cultivator  blithe  to  cleave 

The  furrows  his  forefathers  leave. 

To  sow,  to  harrow,  and  to  weed 

Exactly  in  the  way  they  did, 

Not  on  condition  of  succession 

To  all  King  Attalus'  possession 

Will  you  divert  to  Myrto's  main, 

To  plough  in  that  perfidious  plain 

With  Cyprian  beam,  a  favourite  share, 

At  every  lurch  half  dead  with  fear. 

The  trader,  scared  at  what  the  blue 

Icarian  waves  contrived  to  do 

In  the  last  wrestling  match  that  they 


MECiEN'AS    ATAVIS. 

And  Africus  achieved  to  play, 

Has  much  to  urge  in  praise  of  ease, 

His  native  town,  and  fields  and  trees  ; 

But  by  and  by,  a  stubborn  neck 

To  stint's  hard  yoke,  repairs  the  wreck. 

Good  fellows  live  who  neither  scorn 

Old  Massic  in  a  flowing  horn. 

Nor  trenching  it  a  hunch  away 

From  solidarity  of  day, 

Beneath  the  cambering  leaf  and  rind 

Of  verdant  arbutus  reclined, 

Or  at  a  sacred  fountain-head 

Before  in  limpid  current  led. 

However  mothers  may  abhor. 

Young  masters  will  be  witched  with  war, 

Camp-L  e,  and  spirit-stirring  sound 

Of  kettle  beat  and  bugle  wound. 

The  sportsman  stops  the  cold  night  out, 

His  anxious  wife  what  thought  about  ? 

If  shrewd-nosed  hound  have  sighted  deer. 

Or  netted  Marsian  boar  got  clear. 

Ivv,  to  erudition  due, 

Crowns,  and  with  gods  confuses,  you. 

Nymphs,  satyrs,  and  the  gelid  grove 

Me  parcel  off  the  human  drove. 

If  nice  Euterpe  see  no  need 

Of  prohibition  to  the  reed. 


JAM    SATIS    TERRIS. 


And  Polyhymnia  in  the  taut 
Lesb5an  wire  repulsive  naught. 
One  ;/;  another,  and  aloft 
This  head  will  strike  the  starry  croft, 
If— in  the  lyric  lists  by  you 
Insertion  shall  be  thought  my  due. 


JAM  SATIS  TERRIS. 

Snow,  hail  enough  the  Sire  has  sent 
To  earth  ;  with  red  right  hand  distent 
At  templed  summits  thundering  down, 

.  ^  Frighted  the  town, 

Frighted  the  world,  lest  now  the  quaint 
Phenomena  of  Pyrrha's  plaint 
Return  ;  of  Proteus  driving  seals. 

To  see  the  hills, 
Of  finny  tanglement  in  groves. 
Domain  to  immemorial  doves, 
Of  chamois,  as  their  Alps  submerge 

Breasting  the  surge. 
We  Tyber's  tawny  volume  saw. 
From  Tuscan  shores  retorted,  draw 


JAM    SATIS    TERRIS. 

Towards  Numa's  mound,  make  thence  malign 
For  Vesta's  shrine, 

And  vengefully  of  Ih'a's  more 
Than  just  resentment  overpour, 
Jove  disapproving,  his  left  side  : 

Uxorious  tide  ! 

The  youth  of  generations  new 
Why-questioning  they  muster  few, 
Shall  hear  it  charged  upon  the  crime 

Of  their  sires'  time  ^ 

On  sharpened  steel  for  civic  fight 
The  Parthians  should  by  better  right 
Have  died  by,  since  a  mounted  dread 

To  such  a  head. 

What  god  evoke  to  empire's  aid 
On  ruin's  verge  ?   for  vestal  maid 
How  supplication  so  to  word 

As  to  be  heard  ? 

Atonement's  office  lay  on  whom 
Will  Jove  ?   Apollo,  augur  come  ! 
Whose  shoulders'  glow  a  mantle  shrouds 

Wove  of  the  clouds. 

Or  Erycina,  if  thou  mayest. 

With  Cupid  hovering  round  and  Jest  : 

Or  Mars,  whom  clamours  entertain 

And  bright-helmed  men, 


JAM    SATIS    TERRIS. 

If  thou,  our  Author,  from  thy  race 

Repent  neglect's  averted  face. 

To  sport  with  thy  begotten  strength 

Glutted  at  length. 
Or — this  one  hope  is  left  us  more — 
If  he  whom  beauteous  Maia  bore, 
Although  a  winged  celestial  birth, 

Would  take  to  earth  ! 
If,  changing  figure,  would  assume 
The  man,  to  prosecute  to  doom 
The  dabbled  hands  in  Julius'  blood 

Thinking  it  good. 
Be  slow  to  seek  thy  heaven  again  ! 
Long  to  Ouirinus'  folk  remain  ! 
Nor  with  our  vices  ill  to  bear, 

Remove  thee  air 
Too  hasty.     Have  a  weakness  rather. 
For  here  the  names  of  Prince  and  Father, 
And  carrying  up  the  Jovian  hill 

Great  triumphs  still, 
No  longer  tolerant  that  the  Medes 
Should  troop,  and  loosen  rein  to  steeds. 
Without  correction  to  their  riding, 

You,  Cassar  !   guiding. 


SIC    TE    DIVA    POTENS    CYPRI. 
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SIC  TE  DIVA  POTENS  CYPRI. 

Seaboat  !   seaboat  !   O  good  trustee 

For  Virgil's  life,  to  me 
Indebted  therefore  large,  so  may 

As  I  sincerely  pray, 
The  potent  orb,  hight  Cyprus'  Queen, 

And  Helena's  brethren  twin 
That  constellate  a  house  of  light 

To  mariners  in  rough  night, 
And  the  Winds'  Father,  disallowing 

All  but  lapyx'  blowing. 
Steer  thee  to  Attica's  salt  bord 

He  there  to  land  restored. 
Thou  savest,  while  thyself  go'st  free, 

In  half  my  spirit  me. 
Whoever  first  committed  trees 

To  conflict  with  mid  seas. 
Such  frailty  with  such  breach,  he  was  7/ 

A  triple  plate  of  brass 
About  the  breast,  or  heart  of  oak, 

To  hold  hard  through  the  stroke 
Of  headlong  Africus  at  blows 

With  all  the  Aquilo's, 
Hyads  diluting  the  salt  water, 

And  Notus  arbitrator. 


SIC    TE    DIVA    POTENS    CYPRI.  C 

Who  more  ?  in  Adria,  either  way, 

To  lift  him  or  to  lay. 
What  fate  had  fears  for  him  who  noted 

The  hugest  life  that  floated 
With  eyes  unbrined,  on  turgid  sea 

Acroceraunias 
Down  frowning,  mountains  of  ill  name, 

That  thunderbrands  defame. 
God's  poured  partition  of  the  main 

Proves  a  precaution  vain. 
If  his  blockade  of  all  the  floods 

Be  forced  by  impious  woods. 
Daring  enduring  man  headstrong 

Will  through  restraint  to  wrong, 
lapetus  his  son,  by  bold 

Bad  fraud  to  wights  acold 
Fetched  kindling  down  ;  whose  wicked  plunder 

Of  the  storehouse  of  thunder 
New  wastings  of  the  flesh  ensued, 

New  firings  of  the  blood, 
That  with  amended  pace  anon 

Mortality  came  on. 
Daedalus  tried  the  void  of  heaven 

With  wings  to  man  not  given. 
Alcides  brake  barred  Acheron  through. 

Judged  more  than  man  might  do. 
Not  from  ridiculous  attempt 
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lO  SOLVITUR    ACRIS    HYEMS. 

Is  heaven  itself  exempt 
Upon  our  part,  we  are  so  mad  : 

Nor,  for  we  are  so  bad. 
Let  we  his  angry  lightnings  lie 

To  Jove  a  moment  by. 


SOLVITUR   ACRIS   HYEMS. 

Harsh  winter's  up  !  to  him  succeed 
Ver  and  Favonius,  change  indeed 
Agreeable,  all  the  world  's  agreed, 

The  very  keels,  which  stranded  high 
With  gaping  seams,  for  rollers  cry 
And  line,  to  drink  to  drag  them  by. 

Fireside  the  ploughman,  fold  the  flock 
Not  now  delights,  nor  horned  stock 
The  littered  stall,  nor  frore-white  frock. 

Where  Venus  comes,  Cythere's  mead, 
O'erhung  with  Luna's  silver  bead. 
Both  feet  in  air,  the  choirs  to  lead. 


SOLVITUR    ACRIS    HYEMS.  II 

Lively  as  her,  but  not  so  free, 

The  Graces,  pleased  to  stop  at  three, 

Few  for  the  ferment,  ask  the  tree 

And  fountain-nymphs  to  join,  and  all 
Together  tickle  earth  with  small 
Alternate  right  and  left  footfall. 

In  JEtm  Vulcan  and  the  slow 

Cyclops  exert  the  furnace  so^ 

He  reddens  and  the  workshops  glow. 

Now  'tis  becoming  to  impede 
The  flowing  honours  of  the  head 
With  myrtle  trimmed  and  filleted. 

Green  restant  to  the  nipping  hours, 
Or  better  band  of  firstborn  flowers 
To  loosened  earth  by  tepid  showers. 

Now  'tis  becoming  too,  in  glade, 
Leafed  into  light  precocious  shade. 
That  immolation  should  be  made 

To  Faunus,  whether  he  require 
With  lamb,  or  whether  more  desire 
With  kid  :  as  him  shall  please  entire. 


12  LAUDABUNT    ALII. 

So  seasons  shift,  till  an  end  put 

To  life's.     Pale  death  with  equal  foot 

At  palace,  Sextius,  and  hut 

Indifferent  knocks.     Your  happy  lot 
Leads  you  to  found  long  hopes  ;  but  what 
Does  life's  short  sum  .''  to  found  them  not. 

Myths,  as  you  call  them,  Nox  anon, 
And  ghosts  to  Pluto's  mansion  gone. 
Impalpable  will  have  you  down. 

To  which  arrived  you  won't  expect 
To  find  convivial  tables  decked^ 
Wine,  and  the  wine-king  dice-elect, 

With  graceful  Lycidas  to  your  gaze. 
The  Campus  warms  in  that  boy's  praise. 
As  will  the  girls  one  of  these  days. 


LAUDABUNT  ALII. 

Others  will  laud,  some  sunny  Rhodes, 
Some  Mitylene  to  the  clouds. 
Some  Corinth  faced  to  either  sea. 
Some  Ephesus — and  may  for  me. 


LAUDABUNT    ALII.  I3 

Thessalian  Tempe,  Theban  town 
And  Delphic,  'debted  in  renown 
To  Bacchus  that,  this  to  Apollo, 
Resound  who  will,  I  shall  not  follow. 
There  are  (good  devotees)  that  make 
A  theme  from  which  to  never  break 
Of  Pallas'  city,  heavenly  Maid, 
Untouched,  if  e'er  by  love  essayed. 
These  carry  olive  stuck  with  care 
Demonstrative  in  the  front  hair, 
Know  them  by  that,  the  service'  badge, 
Plucked  cheap  from  every  roadside  hedge. 
As  staunch  and  stale,  a  greater  crowd 
Say,  to  Junonian  honour  vowed. 
How  apt  for  drives  and  horses,  where 
They  have  goodgoing  and  a  fair. 
Flat  Argos  ;  parasitic  speech 
Reserving  for  Mycaenae  Rich. 
Now  me  not  one,  I'm  not  ashamed 
To  own  it,  of  the  places  named. 
Nor  fruitful  fair  Larissa's  plain. 
Nor  Lacedaemon  drilled  to  pain, 
So  struck  as  what  folk  need  not  roam 
To  see,  Albunea's  echoing  home, 
Tiburnus'  hanging  woods  and  tract 
With  Anio  or  in  cataract, 
Or  drawn  in  tremulous  canal 
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Through  orchard  grounds  perpetual, 
Till  to  the  suburbs,  lined  with  beech. 
Of  Tibur  the  fair  river  reach. 
To  whose  thick  shades,  that  drive  the  day, 
Your  native  shades,  if  on  the  way, 
Or,  Plancus  !   if  against  your  will 
Tied  to  campaigning  eagles  still, 
Embowered,  encamped,  forget  to  pine. 
The  longest  griefs  conclude  to  wine, 
As  winds  will  chase  the  welkin's  gloom. 
And  close  the  clouds'  too  fertile  womb. 
Teucer,  obliged,  I  spare  you  why, 
From  Salamis  and  his  sire  to  fly, 
Turn'd  to  dejected  friends  and  said, 
(Wine  sprinkled,  poplar  wreathed  his  head] 
Our  country  has  unkindly  done, 
Now,  fortune  !   send  a  kindlier  one. 
Confederates  !   comrades  !   you  will  go 
Whithersoe'er  she  points  the  prow, 
And  destine  us  to  what  she  will. 
Go  confident  and  constant  still  ? 
No  hope  to  Teucer's  auspice  born 
Need  ever  come  to  be  forlorn. 
Conducted  under  Teucer's  lead 
No  enterprise  not  to  succeed. 
And  there  remains  the  glorious  one 
To  propagate  yon  thankless  town. 


QUIS    MULTA    GRACILIS.  i  f^ 

On  shores  we^ll  set  ourselves  to  seek, 
It  has  to  cease  to  be  unique  : 
Apollo  to  that  purport  spoke, 
And  tell  me  when  did  he  revoke  ? 
Wherefore,  O  brave  !  who've  borne  with  me 
Worse  haps  than  this  is  like  to  be. 
Bestowing  what  remains  of  day 
To  drink  all  thought  of  it  away, 
To-morrow,  hold  the  world  till  then. 
We'll  to  the  vasty  deep  again. 


QUIS   MULTA  GRACILIS. 

The  slim  beperfumed  boy  in  store 
Of  roses  laid  along  the  floor 

Of  cool  inviting  grot. 
Who  is  he,  Pyrrha  ?   for  'tis  you 
He  urges  to  the  rendezvous. 

And  asks — Why  come  you  not  ? 

Meanwhile  for  whom  give  you — for  him  ?- 
Those  sunny  locks  their  careless  trim, 
The  backward  toss  and  tie  ? 
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Whose  eyes  are  to  be  ravished  ? — his  ? — 
By  that  new  dress,  simplicity's 
And  neatness'  type,  you  try  ? 

Poor  innocent  !   how  oft  he'll  weep 
That  gods  to  kindness  cannot  keep. 

Nor  you  to  word  you  passed  : 
At  heaving  sea,  at  whistling  loud 
The  winds,  and  blackening  all  with  cloud, 

How  stand  and  stare  aghast, 

Who  hoped  because  the  prize  of  gold 
Was  for  a  moment  his  to  hold, 

To  have  you  vacant  aye. 
Aye  amiable  :  not  aware 
How  like  a  thing  to  change  is  air. 

And  beauty  false  to  play. 

Mis'rable  they  to  whom  you  shine 
Without  experience  of  the  brine  ! 

The  ruler  of  the  sea 
Has  on  his  wall  suspended  yet 
The  votive  tablet  and  the  wet 

Habiliments  from  me. 


SCRIBERIS    VARIO.  IJ 


SCRIBfiRIS  VARIO. 

How  great  a  captain,  and  how  ott 
Bound  with  victorious  bays, 

Let  Varius,  winging  far  aloft 

Where  Homer,  chaunt  your  praise. 

What  the  horse-brigade  ferocious  did. 
And  galleys,  while  you  lead. 

Agrippa  !  I  attempt  no  more, 
Flimsy  addressed  to  grand. 

To  take  the  strings  I  govern  o'er 
These  marvels  by  your  hand. 

Than  the  dire  wrath  of  Peleus'  son 
Knowing  to  yield  to  none  : 

The  dangers  of  the  watery  course 

That  complicated  man 
Ulysses,  minglement  of  force 

And  cunning,  homeward  ran, 
Or  passions  that  the  savage  house 

Of  Pelops  was  to  rouse. 
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No  :  if  I  had  the  false  desire, 
Shame,  and  a  muse  possest 

Of  second  and  unwarlike  lyre 
Would  tell  me  I  were  best 

Not  make  rare  Caesar's  merits  halt. 
Nor  your's,  by  genius'  fault. 

Mars  dressed  in  adamant,  Merion  grim 
With  dust  from  Tro'ic  clods, 

Tydides,  Pallas  helping  him, 
Equivalent  to  gods. 

Where  's  he,  condignly  these  to  write, 
Has  all  the  requisite  ? 

We  sing  goodfellows'  festive  joys, 
We  fights  with  weapons  pared, 

Of  girls  against  the  cheeks  of  boys  : 
Nothing  unwonted  dared, 

Nothing  upon  our  mind  at  all,* 
Or  just  a  spurt  of  gall. f 

*  Vacui.  f  Sive  quid  urimur. 
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LYDIA,  Die  PER  OMNES. 

Lydia  !   have  you  no  conscience  ?  by 

All  that  is  good  'beseech  you  why 

In  such  a  fury  to  imbue, 

In  such  a  fury  to  undo 

Poor  Sybaris  ?     Folk  enquire  about, 

His  colonel  cannot  make  him  out. 

Why  has  he  got  to  hate  field  days, 

The  martial  meadow  in  a  blaze 

And  smother,  he  that  could  be  one 

O'  the  patientest  of  dust  and  sun  ? 

What  brings  him,  going  off  at  first 

With  that  intense  equestrian  thirst, 

That  he  will  ride  nor  with  the  youth 

His  comrades,  nor  with  steel  wolf's  tooth 

The  hardest  gallic  mouth  to  rule 

In  stable  at  the  riding  school  ? 

To  touch  with  Tyber's  yellow  flood 

Wherefore  the  cold  fit  in  his  blood  ? 

Target  and  thong  to  tire  his  arm, 

Why  have  they  lost  their  former  charm, 

And  he  the  pride  to  slip  his  sleeve 

And  show  the  black  and  blue  they  leave  ? 
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That  kindly  amateur-athlete 
To  take  his  oil  as  babe  his  meat, 
How  comes  it  he  'd  as  lief  the  drain 
Of  viper  as  of  olive  vein  ? 
So  noticeable  when  he  threw 
For  discus  put  the  closest  to, 
Or  at  spear-exercise  for  wand 
Put  all  competitors  beyond, 
Why  hide  ?  as,  to  be  out  o'  the  way, 
Sea-Thetis'  darling  did,  they  say. 
When  now  the  tearful  Trojan  fate 
Attends  but  him  to  consummate, 
Lest  male  attire  and  male  pursuits 
Tear  him  from  safe  domestic  roots 
And  hurry  to  embattled  plain 
To  slay  the  Lycians  and  be  slain. 


VIDES    UT   ALTA. 

Look,  Thaliarchus  !   all  in  white 
Soracte  stands,  so  deep  the  snow  ; 

Scarce  hold  the  labouring  woods  upright 
Their  fleecy  burdens  ;  huddled  flow 

The  brooks,  or  quite  refuse  the  route  : 

'Tis  no  dull  frost  brino-s  that  about. 
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Logs  on  the  hearth  replacing  large, 

First  to  relax  compel  the  cold, 
And  then  the  cellar  to  discharge 

A  Sabine  diot  four  years  old. 
And  then  yourself  to  be  benign 
A  point  or  so  beyond  in  wine. 

All  else  permit  the  gods  to  guide  : 
All  else  perceives  them  at  the  helm. 

At  rest  yon  tufts  of  cypress  ride, 
And  those  two  lines  of  aged  elm. 

Soon  as  the  gods  send  to  their  pillows 

The  battling  winds  with  fervid  billows. 

What  morrows  bring  to  pry  abstain  : 
The  chance  to  live,  whene'er  a  dawn 

Presents  it,  count  for  so  much  gain  : 
You're  just  upon  the  verge  of  man, 

Spurn  neither  in  the  dance  to  move. 

Nor  you  the  sweet  emprize  to  love, 

While  in  the  vigour  of  your  prime, 
Remote  from  peevish-tempered  eld. 

They  press  improvement  of  their  time. 
Alars'  exercises,  games  afield, 

And  gentle  whispers  under  cloke 

Of  dusk,  at  hour  and  place  bespoke, 
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Be  these  repeated  when  shall  fall 

The  season  :  now,  long  nights  to  charm , 

The  traitor  laugh  from  cornered  wall 
Of  lurking  maiden,  and  from  arm 

Or  finger,  rape  of  token-gold 

Let  go  with  faintest  show  to  hold. 


MERCURl,   FACUNDE. 

O  Atlas'  eloquent  grandson, 
First  fashioner  of  new-begun 
Humanity  by  speech  and  neat 

Palaestral  feat, 
Mercurius  !   you,  heaven's  post,  we  sing, 
The  crooked  lyre  you  parenting. 
As  boy,  no  matter  what,  to  hide 

You  qualified 
In  furtive  fun  :  as  when  for  play 
You  spirited  the  beeves  away. 
Replace  them  !  or — with  flashing  eyes 

Apollo  cries. 
But  in  mid  word  of  quiver  eased. 
Could  not  persist  to  be  displeased. 
Might  not  deny  the  clever  wile 

A  pleasant  smile. 
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Priam,  untowned  with  all  that  wealth, 
Passed  unsuspected,  by  a  stealth 
Which  also  and  which  only  you 

Were  father  to. 
The  quarter  where  the  proud  sons  slept 
Of  Atreus,  where  Thessalia  kept 
Her  watchfires,  and  to  Troy's  estate 

Camped  deadliest  hate. 
In  blissful  seats  you  place  good  souls. 
Your  golden  crook  the  troop  controuls 
Of  shadows,  you  the  gods  above 

And  under  love. 


TU   NE   QU.ESIERIS. 

Never   seek  to   know,   Leuconoe,    it   was    never 

meant  you  should. 
When  to  you  or  me  existence  has  been  ordered  to 

conclude. 
Trying  Babylonian  numbers  go  no  more  to  them 

that  skill : 
How  much  better  to  endure  it,  let  the  fate  be  what 

it  will ! 


24  QUEM    VIRUM    AUT    HEROA. 

Whether  winters  more,  or  this  one  Jupiter  the  last 

has  given, 
Which    upon    opposing    pumice    breaks    Etruscan 

billows  driven. 
Wiser  'twere   by  often  shifting  to  take  down   that 

wine  in  strength. 
Hope  for  space  not  long  extended  needs  curtailing 

in  the  length. 
While  we  speak  some  envious  minutes  have  escaped 

us.     Crop  to-day  : 
Trust  its  growing  to  to-morrow  just  as  little  as  you 

may. 


QUEM   VIRUM   AUT   HEROA. 

With  lyre  or  pipe  whom,  Clio  !   whom, 
Hero  or  god,  wilt  now  assume 
To  glorify,  to  make  the  name 

Sweet  Echo's  game, 
Be  it  in  Heliconian  groves 
Bounding  the  steep,  where  most  she  loves 
To  give  thee  back  her  justest  best 

Image  exprest 
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Of  thy  loved  voice  :   be  it  on  top 

Of  Pind,  where,  too,  thou  venturest  up  ; 

Or  Hoemus,  of  his  woods  forsa'en 

For  Orpheus'  strain — 
Orpheus  that  by  maternal  art 
Might  stay  the  lapse  of  stream,  the  start 
Arrest  of  storm — cold  to  be  called 

And  shameful  bald 
For  long  from  when  the  sylvan  sect 
With  tearing  roots  and  ears  erect 
Down  followed,  trunk  with  trunk  confused, 

The  wires  he  bruised. 
HE  chief,  our  fathers'  praise,  be  mine. 
Who  land  and  sea,  who  things  divine 
And  human  orders,  with  the  times 

To  all  the  climes: 
From  whom  a  majesty  is  not. 
Beyond,  or  even  with,  begot, 
Though  under  him  of  all  his  race 

In  nearest  place 
We  honour  Pallas.     Large  thy  claim. 
Thee,  Liber  !  let  me  press  to  name. 
All  fights  that  dar'st,  and  our's  with  care 

Mak'st  us  to  dare  ; 
In  forest  her,  the  maiden  foe 
To  monstrous  broods  ;  and  with  the  bow 
Unerring  Phoebus  :   if  to  string 

A  shaft  he  bring, 
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'Tis  time  to  fear  :  whoe'er  for  wrong 

Owed  it  a  life,  owed  never  long. 

Here  should  I  leave  ?  the  heavens  forefend  ! 

Where  the  gods  end 
Mortals  begin.     To  join  the  line 
I'll  take  Alcides,  half  divine, 
With  Leda's  boys,  for  greatest  far 

To  ride  and  spar 
Renowned — for  interchanged  repair 
To  heaven,  and  friendly  function  there, 
Also  and  more.     Whose  orbed  light. 

Differenced  white, 
No  sooner  comes  in  seamen's  eyne 
Once  and  again  to  rest  and  shine 
On  mid  and  mizzen  peak,  than  all 

Cross  winds  do  fall, 
Black  clouds  do  fly  :   from  rampart  rocks 
For  whirl  and  toss  'tis  flap  and  flux 
Of  harmless  brine,  on  threatening  main 
For  hill  'tis  plain. 
These  after  who  to  fill  the  blanks  ? 
Which  for  priority  of  thanks 
To  summon,  and  a  smile  from  thee, 
Mnemosyne  ? 
If  Romulus,  if,  all  a  gain 
To  peace,  and  needed  so,  the  reign 
Pompilian,  if  the  splendid  king 

First  to  inbrins 
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Fascicular  Tarquinius  proud, 
If,  leaping  o'er  a  lustrous  crowd 
To  Cato,  how  his  life  ran  out, 

The  numbers  doubt. 
No.     Regulus,  the  Scauri,  when 
Carthage  prevails,  the  lavish  vein 
Of  Paulus,  Latin  harp  must  sound 

In  duty  bound. 
Fabricius,  negligent  to  comb 
Curius,  Camillus,  the  same  home 
Reared  to  good  use  (the  use  of  Mars 

Pushing  the  wars) 
The  home  of  poverty  severe, 
The  patch  of  land,  the  lares  dear 
Housed  answerable,  handed  down 

From  sire  to  son. 
Marcellus'  fame — ah  !   vernal  young, 
And  only  well  to  us  upsprung. 
Hid  times  shall  see  grown  to,  for  them, 

A  stately  stem. 
Mid  all  the  spheres  the  Julian  moored 
Nods  to  his  world,  as  much  their  lord 
For  brightness  as  to  lesser  sheen 

The  moon  is  queen. 
O  Father  to  the  human  race  ! 
O  Guardian  good  !  whose  birth  we  place 
To  Saturn,  to  no  care  but  thine 

The  Fates  resign 
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How  great  shall  Caesar  be  :  suggest 
Two  bettermost  and  one  the  best : 
Two  sceptres,  one  a  sceptre  free, 

And  one  in  fee. 
With  Caesar  for  thy  second  then, 
Recast  imperial  regimen. 
And  thus  divided  the  new  state 

Inaugurate. 
He,  whether  the  submitted  Parth 
Have  led  his  perfect  triumph  forth. 
That  meteor  late  o'er  Latium's  head 

Portentous  red  ; 
Whether  the  long  spoil  of  his  sword 
From  utmost  oriental  bord. 
Seres  and  habitants  of  Ind 

With  elbows  pinned, 
Shall  here  be  regent,  with  no  bound 
But  that  wide  one  the  globe  goes  round, 
In  even  justice  undemurred 

Administered, 
To  thee  subordinated  sole. 
Thou  with  thy  heavy  chariot's  roll 
Shalt  make  Olympus  central  shake 

And  underquake  : 
Thou  with  the  hand  that  only  may 
Shalt  launch  the  lightnings  on  their  way 
To  wreak  thine  enniity  to  lewd 

Polluted  wood. 
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When,  Lydia !  you  discourse 
Telephus'  rosy  neck,  and  reinforce 

The  flattery;  when  'tis 
Telephus  still,  and  what  an  arm  is  his  ! 

You  tell  me  of,  like  wax 
As  you  will  have  it,  oh  my  liver  aches 

And  swells  with  bile,  with  bile 
Remains  a  stubborn  difficulty's  while. 

My  mind  to  no  one  place 
Will  stick  ;  the  colour  comes  in  all  my  face 

And  goes  ;  flush  and  cold  dews 
Alternate  on  my  brow  ;  hot  beaded  ooze, 

Down  either  cheek  that  steals. 
To  what  slow  fires  I  waste  within  reveals. 

O  how  it  stirs  my  gall 
To  see  those  pearly  shoulders  raw  from  brawl  ! 

Those  lips  from  rabid  tooth- 
Imprint  deformed  of  that  too  favoured  youth  ! 

If  words  from  me  did  weigh, 
Perpetual  never  hope  him,  I  should  say. 

Barbarian  !  wound  who  could 
Those  dulcet  kisses  with  a  part  imbued 

Fifth  of  that  nectar  prest 
Into  her  own  from  lips  of  Venus  Blest. 


D  O    NAVIS,    REFERENT. 

Happy  !   thrice  happy  !  ay 
And  more,  if  Lydia  would  receive  it,  they 

Still  held  in  loving  leash. 
Not  to  be  so  untroubled  with  a  wish  : 

That  causeless  to  complain 
On  the  kind  collar  ne'er  contrarious  strain  ; 

That  to  uncouple  wait 
The  longest,  latest  leisure  of  their  fate. 


O  NAVIS,  REFERENT. 

Ship  !  wilt  again  to  sea  ? 
What  doest  ?     O  what  possesses  thee  ? 

The  haven  's  thy  good  guard, 
Hold  to  it  hard. 

In  oars  thy  wanting  side 
Art  blind  to  ?  deaf  to,  wounded  wide 

Of  Africus,  the  groan 
Of  mast,  and  pole  with  broken  bone  ? 

Not  knowest  round  and  round 
With  cable  wound 

The  keel  to  scarce  abide 
The  more  and  more  imperious  tide  ? 
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Nor  sail  hast  thou  from  storm 
Nor  one  entire  remaining  form 

Of  god  in  evils  new 
For  calling  to. 

All  pine  from  Pontus  hewed, 
And  daughter  to  a  noble  wood, 

Though  name  and  race  thou  boast, 
What  is  a  name  in  ocean  tost  f 

Right  little  trust  the  fears 
Of  mariners 

To  pictured  hulls  :  beware 
Thine  make  the  mirth  of  boisterous  air. 

For  long  a  constant  fret 
To  me,  and  then  a  fixed  regret. 

And  now  a  care  not  pressed 
Light  to  my  breast. 

Heaven  keep  thee  from  the  seas 
Between  the  shining  Cyclades. 
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From  shore  to  shore  T^gean  when 
The  Shepherd  who  his  Hke  belied, 

For  pastoral  be  faithful  men, 

In  floated  woods  from  Ida's  side 

Fatigued  the  time  and  shamed  the  breeze, 

Parading  through  the  narrow  seas 

Fair  Helena,  as  frail  as  fair, 

His  hostess  late,  his  mistress  now, 

Nereus  dispensed  unwilling  Air 
From  driving  that  nefarious  prow. 

Better  his  fateful  strain  to  hear. 

And  pass  it  to  the  guilty  pair. 

Unhappy  !  that  art  leading  home. 
With  evil  presage  for  it's  peace. 

Precarious  prize  !  reseeking  whom 
Follows  in  arms  dispeopled  Greece, 

Sworn  to  divorcing  her  and  thee, 

Priam  and  eastern  soveraintie. 
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To  man  and  horse  what  steaming  fray, 
What  havoc  to  the  Dardan  race, 

Accomplish  momently  their  way  ! 
The  steeds  of  Pallas  how  they  pace 

And  neigh,  while  she  completes  to  don 

iEgis  and  rage  and  morion  ! 

Venus  is  on  my  side,  thou  say'st. 

And  comb'st  the  while  thy  golden  hair, 

And  sing'st  alternately  and  play'st 
To  plaudits  of  the  listening  fair  : 

Ah  !  there's  no  war  in  trill  and  tress, 

They  raise  no  siege,  no  league  suppress. 

With  all  thy  luck  to  miss  the  spears 
Would  spoil  the  pleasures  of  thy  bed, 

And  whizzing  past  thy  frighted  ears 
Innumerable  Gnossian  reed, 

Those  crisp  provocatives  to  lust 

At  last  shall  draggle  in  the  dust. 

Thy  will  and  wind  to  fly  are  vain 
With  Ajax  after.     Wilt  not  see 

Laertes'  son,  thy  house's  bane. 

And  Teucer  hounding  fierce  on  thee, 

And  skilled  in  fight,  or  lack  the  steeds 

A  master,  Sthenelus  at  their  needs  ? 

3 


34  PASTOR    CUM    TRAHERET. 

Doth  Pylian  Nestor  go  for  nought, 
And  Merion,  in  thy  careless  count  ? 

Both  shalt  thou  find,  and  find  how  hot 
And  deadly  in  thy  proper  hunt 

Tydides,  abler  than  his  sire. 

He  such  a  terror  shall  inspire, 

Thou  feel,  with  head  in  panting  flight 
Sublime,  as  strikes  to  timid  hart 

Depasturing  a  near,  the  sight 

Of  famished  wolf  in  farthest  part 

O'  the  valley  :   she  forgets  her  food, 

His  jaws  already  swim  in  blood. 

Not  this  by  thee  in  boastful  say 
Was  promised  to  thy  paramour. 

Achilles'  angered  galleys  may 

Put  back  the  hour  :   but  not  less  sure 

Troy  finishes  in  Achaic  flames. 

In  servitude  the  Phrygian  dames. 
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O  FAIRER  than  your  mother  fair  ! 

By  whatsoever  process,  pray 
With  those  iambic*  slanders — there  ! 

Such  I  confess  them — do  away. 
Throw  to  the  flames,  or  to  the  seas 
Of  Adria  fritter ;  which  you  please. 

Not  Liber  in  an  equal  kind 

Shakes  all  together  in  the  head. 

Nor  makes  such  utter  wreck  of  mind 
The  Pythian  god  intenanted 

In  sacerdotal  bosoms,  when 

They  penetrate  to  inmost  fane  : 

Not  Dindymene,  when  they  beat 

Fast  and  more  fast  the  screaming  brasses 

Not  Corybantes  raise  such  heat, 

And  work  it  up  to  such  dread  passes. 

As  rueful  Wrath  :  whom  Noric  steel, 

A  hedge  of  pikes  though  it  reveal, 

*   O  matre  turpi  filia  turpior. 
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Shall  not  deter,  nor  the  burst  out 

Of  conflagration,  nor  the  sea 
With  shattered  shipping  strewn  about, 

Beyond  the  water  if  it  be, 
The  glittering  stakes  and  fiery  folds, 
Blind  to  all  else  that  he  beholds 

His  provocation  :  through  the  storm 

If  Jupiter  himself  do  seem. 
Lost  to  consistence  and  all  form, 

Down  pouring  to  extinguish  him. 
He  blazes  onward.*     Forced,  they  say, 
To  supplement  the  primal  clay 

With  particle  from  natures  cut 

In  all  the  animal  domain, 
Prometheus  to  our  stomach  put 

Force  leonine,  malicious  ta'en. 
Not  as  'tis  ordinary  had. 
From  rage -exploded  quadruped. 

It  must  have  been  a  heavy  blow 
To  bring  Thyestes  and  his  house, 

So  lofty  placed,  to  lie  so  low : 

Wrath  struck  it  !     To  the  towery  brows 

Of  capitals  never  has  there  been 

A  surer  or  a  nearer  mean 

*  King  Lear. 
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To  humble,  nay,  a  greater  cause 
Of  passing  all  the  stages  through 

Of  ruin,  than  He  ever  was, 

Down  to  what  armies  latest  do 

And  insolentest,  at  their  feet 

To  show  a  city's  fall  complete, 

Printing  the  walls  with  hostile  plough. 

Have  all  emotions  under  rein. 
Me  also,  youthfuller  than  now. 

Temptation  of  too  hot  a  vein. 
Not  bridled,  to  iambics  quick 
And  jumping  with  the  choleric. 

Sent  furious.      But  I've  cleared  my  breast. 

And  wish  to  substitute  me  mild 
For  me  incensed,  if,  for  the  rest, 

You're  willing  to  be  reconciled 
On  my  recanting,  and  recover 
The  heart  collapsed  to  an  old  lover. 
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Faunus,  for  that  he's  volatile, 

To  change  Lycaeus  loves  for  sweet 

Lucretilis,  and  all  the  while 

He's  there,  from  broiling  summer  heat, 

And  driving  wind,  and  drenchino-  rain 

Defends  my  goats,  ransacking  when 

The  nooks  and  corners  of  the  wood 

For  latent  arbutus  and  thyme 
They  stray,  nor  smart,  as  else  they  should, 

For  dainty  tooth  and  bent  to  climb. 
The  husband  to  the  whole  serail 
Leading  and  tainting  of  the  gale. 

Nor  fear  green  serpents  in  the  brakes. 
Nor,  folded  in  their  pens  o'  nights. 

Mars'  wolves,  so  long  as  He  awakes 
His  pipe,  and  with  its  shrill  delights 

Ustica's  valleys  and  backbone 

Of  bald  black  rock  keep  sounding  on. 
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Of  all  the  gods  your  friend's  the  ward, 
Since  their  good  son  to  be  approved 

He  strives  :   his  quality  of  bard 
Helps  him  besides  to  be  beloved  : 

Hence,  at  your  service,  his  horn  flowing 

O'er  with  all  fruits  the  gods  have  growing. 

Here,  in  secluded  vale,  you'll  shun 

Ardent  Canicula,  and  to  me 
Express  those  two  in  pain  for  one 

Heroic  heart,  Penelope 
And  Circe  frail,  in  snatches  such 
As  suit  the  Teian  lute  you  touch. 

Here  Lesbian  cups  you  shall  enjoy 

Drained  at  one  draught  innocuous  :  fear 

Of  bold  Thyoneus,  Semele's  boy, 
With  Mars  confounding  battles  here 

Is  none,  or,  Tyndaris  !   of  mad 

Young  Cyrus  :  in  suspicion  had 

Of  whom  you  tremble  (in  rough  play 
No  match  for  him)  lest  from  your  hair 

The  circlet  slow  to  come  away 

He  not  withhold  his  hands  to  tear. 

Or,  ruffian  !    in  a  lower  place 

The  screen  of  unoffending  lace. 
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NULLAM,  VARE,  SACRA. 

Varus  !   in  the  soil  of  Tibur 

Catilus'  old  walls  around, 
There's  no  tree  you  will  have  planted, 

fitter  for  that  mellow  ground, 
None  with  juster  predilection 

in  respect  of  the  divine 
Commendation  carried  with  it, 

than  the  tree  which  gives  us  wine. 
Packs  of  troubles  hounding  on  us, 

burying  in  our  flesh  the  fang. 
Never  had  relaxed  a  moment, 

but  for  this,  nor  spared  a  pang. 
Wretched  human  nature  thirsty, 

and  referred  to  watery  cheer. 
No  task  was  set  it  of  the  gods 

not  unendurably  severe. 
Who  cracks  of  poverty  after  wine, 

of  risks  and  pains  of  carrying  arms. 
And  not  of  Bacchus,  Venus  rather, 

his  creations  and  her  charms  ? 
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Yet  not  t'  o'erleap  modesty  in 

wine  there  is  warning  in  the  war 
Fought  at  the  instant  out  between 

Ixion's  son  and  the  Centaur  : 
There's  warning  in  the  grievous  yoke 

wine  lays  upon  Sithonian  neck : 
Partitions  thin  of  right  from  wrong 

down  throws  Sithonian  mad  outbreak. 
Unwilling  thee,  god  Bassareus  ! 

let  me  not  shake,  let  me  not  push. 
Nor  bare  to  daylight  what  outplanted 

shuns  it  by  the  leafy  bush. 
Hold  thou  in  check  the  Berecynthian 

horn  and  Berecynthian  drum, 
Which  after,  blind  self-love  and  tossing 

empty-headed  swagger  come. 
And  prodigal  of  confidences 

sober  secrecy  had  earned. 
To  transparence  passing  crystal's 

breast  depositary  turned. 
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'Tis  time,  I  cried,  for  those 
Love-passages  of  mine  to  close. 

Too  long  allowed,  and  all 
My  thoughts  that  way  time  to  recall. 

The  Passions'  mother  heard, 
With  tyrant  ear,  and  sends  me  word. 

She  and  her  party  quaffing. 
Blithe  Semele's  boy,  and  leering  laughing 

Licentia,  place  forgot. 
Prerogative  unasked,  to  not 

Be  timing  her  affair. 
And  let  those  thoughts  stay  where  they  were. 

Purer  than  quarried  snow 
From  Paros  polished  to  a  glow. 

The  light  from  Glycera's  form. 
All  radiant,  liquid,  soft,  and  warm, 

Gives  me  unrest ;  unrest 
The  wanton  Cupid  in  her  breast 

And  eyes  !   which  let  peruse. 
Moist  with  his  glittering  unction's  dews, 
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Natures  that  colder  can  : 
Too  much  for  me  !   a  melting  man. 

Judged  so  to  have  decayed 
Because  in  less  than  All  conveyed, 

Collected  Venus'  might, 
The  Cyprian  seats  deserted  quite. 

Makes  v/ith  a  rush,  as  she 
Did  never  other,  into  me  ! 

The  master  of  this  harp 
No  more,  she  brings  it  up  so  sharp  ! 

Demanding  what  on  earth 
She  has  to  do  with  Scyth  and  Parth, 

When  exemplary  chaste 
I  shew  that  tenant  of  the  waste. 

Of  this,  reversing  rein, 
The  spirit  to  dispute  the  plain. 

Boys  !   here  the  living  turfs. 
The  frankincense,  the  vervain  scarfs, 

The  flagoned  wine  a  whole 
Two  years,  and  franchised  to  a  bowl  : 

For  these  will  come  allayed 
The  smart,  the  deity,  and  the  maid. 


44  VILE    POTABIS. 


VILE  POTABIS. 

In  modest  cups,  as  cups  now  go, 
You'll  drink  (in  time  to  let  you  know) 
Cheap  Sabine,  tunned  and  waxed  (myself 

Did  both)  in  delf 
From  Greece,  to  mark  the  day  you  were 
So  greeted  at  the  shows  with. ..Dear 
Jldacenas  I  true  to  knightly  rank  ! 

That  either  bank 
Of  the  paternal  stream  replied. 
And  back  from  Vatican  hillside 
The  praises  rendered  as  they  strike 

Their  playful  like. 
Grapes  of  the  Caecubus  for  your 
High  hospitalities  mature, 
And  in  Calenan  press  the  famed 

Rich  cluster  tamed  : 
These  neither,  nor  Falernian  wine 
Temper  the  lymph  in  bowls  of  mine, 
Nor,  best  that  be,  the  juicy  rills 

From  Formian  hills. 
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DIANAM  TENER^. 

Girls  !  to  the  solemn  poet's  string 
Diana  sing  : 

Boys  !  on  your  voices  borne 

Be  Cynthius  unshorn, 

And  in  Latona's  love 
The  heart  engulfed  of  highest  Jove. 

Maids  !   hymn  her  pleasure  in  the  floods, 
And  shaggy  woods 

O'er  Algidus  in  chill 

And  Erymanthus'  hill 

That  hang  :  there  purpling  seen. 
As  upon  Cragus  glossy  green. 

You,  firmer  sex  !   to  answering  praise 
His  Tempe  raise, 
His  Delos,  native  sod 
And  home  of  the  child-god  : 
This  shoulder  quiver-slung. 

That  with  a  brother's  music  hung. 


^6  INTEGER    VITiE. 

He  famine's  misery,  he  lament 
And  war's  advent 
To  princely  Cassar's  hurt 
And  people,  shall  divert. 
To  do  you  grace,  towards 

The  Briton  and  those  Persic  hordes. 


INTEGER  VIT.^. 

Devoid  of  guilt,  devoid  of  fears. 
He  needs  no  guard  of  Moorish  spears 
And  quivers  heavy  with  a  foison 

Of  missile  poison  : 
No,  Fuscus  !  but  in  safety  may 
Defenceless  on  whatever  way. 
Through  Syrtes  whether,  those  long  strands 

Of  fiery  sands, 
O'er  Caucasus,  in  whose  bleak  seats 
No  hospitality  entreats. 
In  regions  laved  by  (fable's  theme) 

Hydaspes'  stream. 
For  while  I  wandered  here  and  there 
Without  a  feather's  weight  of  care 
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Through  Sabine  thicket  much  beyond 

My  usual  bound 
Attuned  to  Lalage,  in  my  track 
A  wolf  presented  scampered  back, 
And  I  unarmed  !  or  armed  but  with 

The  pipe  I  breathe. 
The  monster  !   not  on  ilex  fruits 
Our  Daunia,  nurse  to  tall  recruits, 
And  porkers  of  portentous  size. 

Brings  one  to  his. 
The  monster  !  hardly  is  encreased 
To  bigger  bone  the  nobler  beast 
Of  Juba's  country,  arid  nurse 

To  lions  fierce. 
Put  me  in  torpid  plains  that  ne'er 
Have  tree  refreshed  by  summer  air. 
On  that  world  side  eternal  urged 

By  skies  unpurged : 
Put  me  beneath  the  solar  car 
In  inconveniently  near 
Proximity,  where  Jove  has  willed 

No  soul  to  build. 
To  sing  my  Lalage  I'd  be  balked 
No  worldly  where  :   how  sweet  she  talked 
The  wold  should  know,  the  tropic  wild 

How  sweet  she  smiled. 
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VITAS  HINNULEO. 

You  fly  me,  Chloe !   as  where  lies 
No  path  the  deer  o'  the  mountain  flies 

Seeking  her  dam,  vain  fears 
A  prey  to,  silly  thing  !   from  airs 

And  trees  :  at  Ver's  approach  if  creep 
The  leaves,  or  lizard  for  a  peep 

At  day  but  draw  apart 
Brier-blind,  she  trembles  knee  and  heart. 

What  did  you  take  me  for  ?   what  from 
Thought  you  to  fly  ?   I  was  not  come 

Waylaying  your  weak  plight 
As  hunger-sharpened  tiger  might, 

Or  lion  from  Getulian  wild. 

To  tear  you  piecemeal,  woman-child. 

Ripe  for  a  husband  ha  ! 
Have  done  with  following  mama. 
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QUIS  DESIDERIO. 

Shame,  moderation  in  regret, 

How  feel  them  for  a  head  so  dear  ? 

Melpomene  !   mourning  measures  set : 
That  liquid  voice,  that  cithern  clear, 

Heaven  gave  you  both,  that  our  hoarse  grief 

Deputing  them  might  have  relief. 

Perpetual  Sleep  !  is't  in  sad  sooth 
His  arms  that  fold  Quintilius  in  .'' 

You  Modesty,  you  naked  Truth, 
Faith  uncorrupted  sister's  kin 

To  Justice,  like  of  him  O  when 

Will  you  three  ever  find  a  gain  ? 

Tears'  cause  he  lies  to  many  good  ; 

To  none,  Virgilius  !  more  than  you 
Praying  the  gods  his  loan  renewed 

In  vain,  albeit  to  them  so  true 
And  him  :  not  thus  the  boon  was  given, 
Not  such  a  creditor  is  heaven. 

•4 
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Say  that  you  governed  with  a  stroke 

Than  Thracian  Orpheus'  own  more  bland 

The  harp  tough  ash  and  stubborn  oak 
Had  ears  for  in  that  master's  hand, 

'Twere  unavaiHng  for  the  warm 

Red  tide's  return  to  empty  form 

Once  only  by  Mercurius  put 

To  the  dark  flock  with  horrid  rod, 

To  open  where  the  fates  have  shut 
Not  a  prayer-hearing  lenient  god. 

O  hard  !  but  ills  beyond  repair 

From  patience  lighter  learn  to  bear. 


PARCIUS  JUNCTAS. 

There  's  not  the  need  there  was  to  make 
All  fast :   the  wanton  youth  don't  take 
The  pleasure  that  they  did  to  shake 

The  lattice  ;  now  more  sparing  blows 
And  fewer  than  enough  it  knows 
To  rob  vou  of  a  night's  repose. 
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Constant  to  case  and  threshold  floor 
Harsh  moves,  that  much  and  smooth  before 
On  easy  hinge  did  move,  the  door. 

Still  less  and  less  you  hear  the  cry  : 
O  Lydia  !   sleep'st  while  I  outlie 
The  long  long  nights,  of  cold  to  die  ? 

Come  a  few  years  and  you'll  be,  then 
A  lewd  old  woman,  paid  again 
Your  arrogance  by  loose  young  men, 

Left  in  a  lane  to  cry  and  pace. 

By  furious  winds  slapped  in  the  face, 

Between  the  moons  that  blow  from  Thrace, 

In  ulcered  viscera  while  you  flare, 
As  in  a  paddock  a  brood  mare 
Snufling  the  vitiated  air. 

Not  without  plaint,  neglect's  poor  right, 
That  youth  should  rather  find  delight 
In  verdant  ivy  twining  bright 

With  myrtle  brown,  to  Hebrus'  flow. 
With  winter  seen  to  come  and  go,* 
Should  dedicate  a  sapless  bough. 

*  Lady  M.  W.  Montague,  Letter  xxx. 
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By  privilege  as  the  Muses'  friend, 

Gloom  and  the  plague  of  anxious  mind 

I  am  enabled  to  commend 

For  fardles  to  the  Crete-sea-wind. 

Who  tyrannises  the  bleak  pole, 

The  terrors  Tiridates'  soul 

Is  mastered  of,  are  not  astride 

Of  my  poor  thoughts.     Thou  whose  delight 
Pure  wellings  be,  the  sunny  side 

Of  Pimpla  rifling  of  its  bright 
Florescence,  amiable  maid 
O'  the  mountain,  shape  it  to  a  braid 

For  Lamia's  head.      Devoid  of  thee, 
What  sounds  to  his  desert's  demand 

I  wove,  would  derogation  be  : 

The  Lesbian  lyre  ought  to  thy  hand 

For  him,  for  him  thy  sisters  may 

Conspire  the  honorary  lay. 
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NATIS  IN  USUM. 

There  's  but  one  use  becomes  the  glass, 

It's  native  one,  exhilaration  : 
To  use  for  fighting  is  a  pass, 

OfF  with  it !  barbarous  and  Thracian. 
A  decent  Bacchus  such  as  our's. 
From  brawl  and  blood  exempt  his  bowers. 

Wine  that  the  lights  shine  softly  through 
And  flashing  scimitars,  oh  my  friends  ! 

What  an  abyss  between  the  two  ! 

Appease  that  yell  which  heav'n  offends, 

Nor  place  nor  posture  be  transgressed. 

Keep  couches  warm  and  elbows  pressed. 

Is  that  Falernian  poured  for  me, 
With  promise  to  chastise  excess  ? 

The  brother  of  the  fairest  she 
In  Opuns,  let  him  first  confess, 

Megasra's  brother,  from  what  dart, 

Whose  wound,  he  took  the  blissful  smart. 

Nay,  on  no  other  terms  I  drink  : 

That  breast,  whate'er  the  venus  taming, 

So  burns  as  not  to  need  to  shrink 

From  owning  to  its  fires,  and  naming  : 
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(^f  all  the  scrapes  love  brings  it  in 
A  vulgar  choice  is  scarce  the  sin. 

Be  what  it  rnay,  it's  secret  joy 
Will  not  reveal  to  dangerous  ear 

If  dropt  in  mine — O  mercy  !  boy, 
What  a  Charybdis  !  labourest  there  ? 

Love  might  have  sent  so  brave  a  ship 

A  better  fortune  the  first  trip. 

Thee  now  what  sorceress,  rallying  all 
Thessalia's  poisons  to  her  charms, 

What  mage,  what  god,  may  disenthrall  ? 
Detained  in  that  chimasra's  arms 

Bellerophon's  self  were  not  enough 

With  Pesasus  to  bring  thee  off. 
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Archytas  !   measurer  of  all  sea,  all  land. 

Arithmetician  to  the  sand. 
So  !   by  Matinus'  shore  a  gift  of  dust 

Cries  Wait  upon  me  !  and  you  must. 
To  have  attempted  then  aerial  houses 

For  what  that  latitude  discloses. 
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And  thorough  coursed  in  mind  the  vaulted  sky, 

Helps  nothing  but  a  man  must  die 

Pelops'  begetter,  feaster  of  the  gods, 

Promoted  hence  to  their  abodes 
Tithonus,  and,  the  secret  breast  inside 

Of  Jove  admitted,  Minos  died 

Possessed  by  Tartarus  is  also  one 

You  may  not  care  to  name,  the  son 
Of  Panthus,  tw^ice  dismissed  to  Orcus,  though 

He  did  take  buckler  down  to  show 
His  having  witnessed  Trojan  times  and  o'er 

To  death  delivered  nothing  more 

Than  nerves  and  cuticle 

Conditioned  now 

Howe'er  he  be,  you  will  allow 
That  Truth,  that  Nature  and  her  covert  scheme 

No  mean  exponent  had  in  him. 
The  night  that  closed  on  these,  must  close  on  all : 

One  rendezvous  is  Hades'  hall. 
Some  are  killed  off  in  shows  the  Furies  make 

For  homicidal  Mars  his  sake  : 
Your  sort  has  exit  through  the  greedy  deep  : 

An  indiscriminate  heap 
Young  carcases  inhume  with  old  :  no  poll 

To  Proserpine  's  excused  the  toll, 
Orion's  swift  concurrent,  Notus  drave 

This  head  beneath  Illyrian  wave. 
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But  you,  seafarer  !  grudge  not  my  remains, 

Unkindly,  some  few  shifting  grains. 
So  whatsoever  mischief  Eurus  broods 

For  western  seas  Venusium's  woods 
Shall  take  it,  while  your  craft  lies  snug  :  so  may 

Much  gain  from  Jove  be  turned  your  way  : 
So  Neptune,  guardian  of  Tarentum's  towers, 

Enrich  you  :  both  be  capable  powers. 
Perchance  you  think  it  nothing  to  commit 

What  aftercomers  will  acquit. 
From  you  those  innocent  that  shall  be  born  ; 

But  what  if  to  encounter  scorn, 
Humanity's  rightful  debt  to  be  denied. 

In  your  own  case  and  turn  betide  ? 
If  I  be  left,  my  curses  shall  pursue. 

And  spurn  atonement  when  you  rue  : 
Nor  hold  I  your  impatience  long,  thrice  throw 

The  grit,  and  you  are  free  to  go. 


ICCl  BEATIS. 

I'sT,  Ittius,  at  this  time  of  day 
Your  bosom's  better  health 

Becomes  a  covetous  fever's  prey 
For  blest  Arabia's  wealth  ? 
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Sabasa's  royalty  unbroke, 

Is  it  for  that  you  bend  the  yoke  ? 

Forge  you  the  dreaded  Mede  a  chain  ? 

Must  a  barbarian  maid 
Serve  you,  the  prince  her  lover  slain  ? 

To  station  at  your  head 
With  jewelled  cup  and  narded  hair 
Will  only  some  great  Parthian's  heir 

Content  you,  perfect  in  the  force 

To  draw  his  father's  bow  ? 
The  counterrunning  to  its  source 

Of  highest  mountain-flow, 
Of  Tiber  to  Etrurian  lea 
With  all  his  proneness  for  the  sea 

Who  will  deny  when  you  dispose 

Of  your  Socratic  lore. 
Entire  Panastius  and  long  rows 

Of  co-disciples  more 
For  Spanish  mail  ?     O  not  this  end 
To  the  collection  hoped  your  friend. 
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O  Venus  !  queen  of  Cnidus,  queen 
Of  Paphos,  queen  of  that  which  in 
The  parent  foam  of  all  the  isles 

Most  wins  thy  smiles, 
The  Cyprian,  spurn  thine  altars  there 
For  Glycera's  tiny  chapel,  where 
From  early  day  she  spares  no  art 

To  make  it  smart, 
No  cost  of  odoriferous  smoke 
Thy  sweet  translation  to  provoke  : 
Nor  come  alone,  but  with  resort 

Of  all  thy  court; 
The  Boy  hot  breathing,  Youth,  without 
Thou  undertakes!  him  a  lout. 
Nymphs,  Graces  three  with  easy  zone. 

And  Maia's  son. 
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Apollo  solemnly  set  up, 

The  poet  asks  him — what  ? 
Pouring  from  consecrated  cup 

New  wine  and  praying.      Not 
Sardinia's  fertile  fields  of  grain, 
Not  herded  large  on  sultry  plain 

Calabrian  faultless  forms  bovine, 

Not  ore  in  yellow  heaps, 
Not  Indian  bone,  nor  lands  that  line 

Long  Liris,  which  he  lips 
With  scarce  a  smack  ;  dull  stream  !  his  urn 
Is  poured  submiss  and  taciturn. 

Let  those  to  whom  'tis  fortune's  gift 

With  trenchant  hook  suppress 
The  vine  of  Cales  :  trading  thrift 

Leave  to  dilute  his  mess 
With  juices,  drained  from  gold,  he  gets 
In  barter  for  rich  Syrian  freights. 


60  PAROUS    DEORUM, 

The  gods'  own  favorite  who  but  he, 
Who  quaffs  at  all  that  cost  ? 

Four  times  Atlantic  depths  to  see, 
To  see  and  not  be  lost, 

Within  the  year  !     Me  olives  feed. 

Chicory  and  maloes  from  the  mead. 

What  I've  prepared  grant  me  to  have 

Fruition  of,  me  give, 
Latous  !   unimpaired  to  save 

Body  and  mind,  to  live 
To  lose  no  fame,  no  sight  offend, 
And  not  without  the  lyre  to  end. 


PAROUS  DEORUM. 

Few  to  the  gods  and  far  between 
My  services,  what  time  I  strayed 

Advised  by  follies  under  mien 

Of  wisdoms  :   backward  now  I'm  made 

To  bend  the  sails,  and  shape  perforce 

The  vessel  to  a  truer  course. 
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For  the  most  part  Diespiter 

Flashes  his  fires  through  blotted  heaven  : 
But  I  beheld  him  late  appear 

O'er  roads  ethereal  to  be  driven 
When  wheel  and  hoof  struck  out  a  thunder 
From  only  purest  azure  under. 

Earth,  lumpish  earth,  and  lively  sea, 
Styx,  and  it's  loathed  belonging  seats 

Subjacent,  Tasnarus  !  to  thee. 

With  Atlas,  w^here  the  vi^orld  completes. 

Or  rears  insuperable  bar. 

All  trembled  to  that  awful  car. 

There  is  a  power  that  weakens  might. 

Reverses  states  of  high  and  low, 
Extracts  the  hidden  thing  to  light. 

With  hissing  bolt  discrowns  one  brow 
To  crown  another.     Called,  as  lists. 
Or  god  or  fortune,  it  exists. 
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Divinity  in  Antium  queen  ! 

Where  to  be  seated  likes  thee  best, 
In  lifting  bodies  up  from  mean 

Degree  whose  hand  is  as  confessed 
As  in  converting  laurel -wreaths 
To  cypress,  triumphs  to  black  deaths, 

Thee,  arbitress  of  rural  gain. 

Poor  colonist  molests  with  prayers 

Uneasy  ;  dominant  in  the  main 
Thee  also,  whosoever  dares 

With  keel  Bithynian  work  the  waves 

Off  Carpasus,  those  seamen's  graves. 

Erratic  Scythian,  the  rough  Dace, 

Nations  and  capitals  when  they  found, 

Latium,  however  bold  a  face 

She  carry,  mothers  to  new-crowned 

Barbarian  heads,  and  tyrants  fine 

In  purple,  dread  each  move  of  thine  : 
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Now  lest  it  be,  with  heedless  foot 

How  it  may  do  infinite  wrong, 
Toward  stately  column,  from  the  root 

To  lay  it  brokenly  along  : 
Now  (still  for  harm)  the  forum  toward, 
That  swarming  popular  council-board, 

Type  of  thy  fickleness,  to  tarre 

Them  on  to  rupture  of  sweet  peace 

Who  counsel  intermitted  war 
And  timely  pause  before  to  place 

Empire  in  peril,  and  beyond 

The  strength  to  bear  enforce  it's  bond. 

Necessity  with  heart  of  flint 

Precedes  thee,  else  thou  budgest  never  ; 
Her  brassy  palm  hath  terrors  in't 

Of  spike  and  wedge  with  barbed  ever 
Sharp  cruel  hook  and  bowl  fire-red 
That  melts  and  moulds  the  molten  lead. 

Thee  Hope  attends  and  seldom-seen 

Fidelity  in  white  weeds  dressed. 
That  not  denies  thee  to  have  been 

Her  company  when  changing  vest 
And  friendly  mind  thou  gangs't  thy  gait 
From  houses  by  thy  favour  great. 
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Not  SO  the  fickle  mob,  not  so 
The  meretricious  perjured  shes 

fVom  oaths  and  promises  that  go  : 
Soon  as  the  wine  falls  to  the  lees, 

Friends  scatter  here  and  scatter  there. 

Deceiving  when  the  yoke  's  to  share. 

Save  Caesar  whither  he  is  bound, 
To  Britain,  to  the  world's  supposed 

Extremest  habitable  round, 

And  save  the  recent  swarms  disclosed 

Of  youth  in  arms  directed  dread 

On  eastern  shores  and  ocean  red. 

O  there  are  scars  we  cannot  name, 

And  fields — that  where  the  brothers  met- 

Without  the  tingling  blush  of  shame. 
What  has  our  age,  the  guiltiest  yet. 

Recoiled  from  ?  what  excess  stopped  short. 

Though  acrainst  heaven,  the  mad  cohort  ? 

too  ' 

Where  is  the  fane  it  hath  not  sacked  ? 

O  goddess  !  to  the  fire  again 
With  all  that  steel  so  impious  hacked. 

And  hammer  it  anew  to  pain 
The  Massagete,  to  make  to  bleed 
Marauder  Arab  and  his  steed. 
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Now,  Albius  !  lest  your  tuneful  strain 

In  elegy  all  run  out, 
And  to  relieve  too  great  a  pain 

From  your  unhappy  doubt 
Of  Glycera's  having  proved  untrue 
Just  for  a  younger  man  than  you — 

Lycorls  with  the  pear-shaped  head, 
Observe,  with  Cyrus  burns. 

From  her  to  Pholoe  colouring  red 
And  frowning  Cyrus  turns  : 

She-goats  and  wolves  shall  loves  combine 

When  Pholoe  lists  the  libertine. 

Thus  Venus  takes  it  in  her  pate, 

And  cruelly,  in  so 
Compelling  odds  in  form,  estate 

Age,  temper,  undergo 
The  yokes  that  Hymen's  braziers  bend, 
Diverts  herself.     Me  too^  my  friend, 

5 
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Genteeler  ofFers  could  not  sway 
From  Myrtale,  who  bought 

Her  freedom.      Charmer  !  to  this  day 
I  hug  her  chain,  a  thought 

Too  sudden  though,  like  Adrian  brine 

Curved  to  Calabria's  harsh  coastline. 
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Delights  me  to  appease 
The  guardian  gods  of  Numidas'  way 

With  smouldering  spice,  with  these 
Musical  thanks  of  lyre  and  lay, 

And  the  contingent  flood. 
Become  a  debt,  of  a  steer's  blood. 

To  Hispany's  farthest  ends 
Home  from  adventure  safe  and  well, 

Many,  to  dear  young  friends 
Divided,  his  embraces  fell. 

Though  more  than  each,  than  all, 
Sweet  Lamia's  neck  perceived  them  fall. 
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Lamia  and  he  were  lads 
Together,  studied  the  same  book, 

And  academic  grades, 
Tutored  alike,  together  took, 

Gown's  change  one  period  brought 
To  both,  and  neither  had  forgot. 

See  it  to  have  in  white 
The  Cretan  mark  of  a  day  fair, 

Hale  amphorae  to  light. 
Let  be  no  measure  to  the  cheer, 

And  to  the  feet  no  rest, 
The  Salian  way,  at  Mars  his  feast. 

Have  Damalis  in  for  now, 
Bassus  at  Thracian  cups,  where  breath's 

Not  drawn,  to  overthrow. 
Have  parsley  leaves  that  take  their  deaths 

At  leisure,  have  the  braid 
Of  rose  and  lily  quick  to  fade. 

On  Damalis  not  an  eye 
That  does  not  swim,  that  does  not  swoon  ; 

But  Numidas,  he  sits  by, 
And  Damalis  not  detaches  soon  : 

Him  round  and  round  she'll  wind 
Closer  than  wanton  ivies  bind. 
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To  drink,  and  since  we  have  our  feet 
At  freedom  yet,  to  foot  the  ground, 

To  serve  all  sacred  boards  with  meat 
On  sumptuous  Salian  patines  found. 

Fate  kept  a  time  for  this  to  be, 

Dear  friends  !   it  was  the  time  we  see. 

High  festive  Caecuban  to  start 
Ancestral  stored,  O  it  had  been 

A  thing  to  any  Roman  heart 
Impossible,  long  as  the  Queen, 

After  the  wildest  hopes  gone  mad. 

To  dulcet  fortune  losing  head, 

(By  weaker  intellect  a  drink 
Not  to  be  carried)  with  a  rout 

Contaminate  round  her  (shall  we  think 
Of  men  ?  or,  honour  all  ebbed  out. 

Of  morbid  natures  with  that  name) 

Consigned  the  Capitol  to  flame. 
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To  empire  the  sepulchral  rites. 

Alack  !  one  galley  snatched  with  pain 
From  fire  and  capture  damped  those  flights, 

And  Caesar  turned  a  frenzied  brain, 
A  phantom  courage  of  the  bowl, 
To  those  true  terrors  of  the  soul, 

That  panic,  on  whose  wings  she  drove 
Headlong  from  Italy  :  he  such  chase 

Through  Neptune  giving  with  a  grove 
Of  oars,  as  through  aerial  space 

Hawk  gives  to  dove,  or  hunter  hard 

To  levret  over  snowy  sward 

^Emonian,  that  he  may  bestow 

The  fatal  monster  into  chains. 
Who  minded  otherwise  and  so 

As  fits  the  princes  in  her  veins 
To  perish,  never  from  the  knife 
She  summoned  to  a  desperate  life 

Recoiled,  as  will  her  timid  kind 

Affrighted  at  their  own  appeal ; 
Nor  tried  with  ships  and  wave  and  wind 

To  patch  a  ruin  and  to  steal 
A  safety,  and  in  coasts  beyond 
Imperial  ken  or  care  abscond 
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Contemptible  :  but  dared  regain 

Her  desolate  halls,  and  calmly  brood 

That  sorrow  :  to  imbibe  black  bane 
And  well  incorporate,  of  her  blood 

Durst  bare  a  main,  and  lend  a  firm 

Auxiliar  hand  to  the  fanged  worm 

To  find  it :   fiercer  for  the  fate 

For  having  weighed  it  in  the  scale 

With  life  :  begrudging,  'sooth,  her  freight 
To  insolent  Liburnian  sail, 

To  triumph  proud  deprived  queen. 

A  woman  not  of  spirit  mean. 
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Boy  !   Persian  tastes  shan't  deck  my  feast. 
Crowns,  linden-fastened,  like  me  least, 
Roses,  late  blowing,  here  and  there 

Collected,  spare. 

Myrtles — with  all  the  pains  you  please  : 
Beneath  a  tangled  vine  and  these 
Not  unbecomingly  I  sip. 

You  serve  my  lip. 
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The  troubles  from  Metellus'  year, 
Where  their  unhappy  causes  lay, 

The  turns  they  take,  the  forms  they  wear, 
What  state-disorders  paved  their  way. 

The  freaks  of  fortune  changing  side. 

The  leaders  fatally  allied, 

You  handle,  venturously  fain 
On  perils  swarming  to  the  task. 

While  foul  unexpiated  stain 

Lies  fresh  on  corslet  blade  and  casque. 

And  still  the  treacherous  ground  you  tread 

Is  ashes  over  glowing  red. 

The  muse  of  tragedy  severe 

Suffer  the  scene  awhile  to  lack  : 

The  public  story  ordered  clear 

And  ended,  you  shall  then  go  back 

To  the  grand  office,  and  indue 

Majestic  the  Cecropian  shoe, 
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O  Pollio  !   you  to  good  men  vexed 
With  processes  a  signal  stay, 

You  to  the  Curia  perplexed 

A  refuge,  turned  to  what  you  say, 

You  graced  v/ith  laurels  ne'er  to  rot 

Of  the  Dalmatic  triumph  got. 

The  trumpet  with  its  murmured- threat, 
The  clarion  with  its  shrill  alarm.s. 

Bewitch  my  ears  when  you  relate 
A  field  :  the  lightning  flash  of  arms 

Affrights  the  horses  and  affrights 

The  faces  of  the  flinching  knights. 

Covered  with  no  inglorious  dust 

The  painful  chiefs  me  seem  to  view. 

The  world  onlooking  which  it  must 
Of  the  begrimed  and  mighty  two 

For  master  take,  Cato  alone 

Willed  savagely  to  be  his  own. 

Juno,  and,  impotent  confessed. 
What  kinder  god  to  Afric's  cause 

Without  one  injury  redressed 
Had  left  her  to  the  victor's  laws. 

Brought  his  descendants  back,  with  these 

Jugurtha's  manes  to  appease. 
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Where  the  campaign  that  fatter  for 

The  latin  blood  does  not  attest, 
Heaving  with  dead,  our  impious  war. 

And  the  loud  ruin  of  the  West, 
That  to  the  other  side  o'  the  Ball 
Made  the  Mede  hear  its  rattling  fall  ? 

Strange  to  our  miserable  feud 

What  watery  realm  ?  where  a  fresh  tide 
Poured  to  the  brine,  or  briny  flood. 

Not  by  the  crimson  torrents  dyed 
Of  Daunian  carnage  ?  river-shore 
Or  coast,  which  of  them  wants  our  gore  ? 

But  flighty  muse  !  not  to  desert 

The  provinces  of  joke  and  jest. 
And  not  to  doleful  to  revert. 

Your  Caean  sister's  part  profest, 
Dione's  cave  with  me  regain. 
And  find  to  strike  a  lighter  strain. 
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Crispus  Sallutius,  who  protest 
Against  new  hoarding  in  the  breast 
Of  earth  the  treasures  once  exprest, 

Silver,  that  comes  to  be  profuse 
Of  splendour  by  a  busy  use. 
Makes  a  dull  colourless  recluse. 

Whate'er  extension  time  receive, 
Through  time  will  Proculeius  live, 
The  loving  liberal  relative  : 

A  father  to  his  brothers  found, 
Surviving  fame  will  bear  him  round 
The  globe  on  wing  that  dreads  the  ground. 

A  greedy  spirit  tamed,  you  may 
Be  more  an  emperor  than  say 
You  brought  together  far-away 

Gades  and  Lybia,  and  to  you 

Alone  the  services  of  two 

Broad  Punic  settlements  were  due. 


NULLUS    ARGENTO.  75 

Dire  dropsy,  self-indulgent,  still 
Persists  the  washy  veins  to  fill 
With  aggravation  to  its  ill : 

The  languor  in  the  body  first. 

The  water's  work,  must  be  dispersed  : 

Remove  the  cause  and  stop  the  thirst. 

Phraates,  to  the  seat  again 
Of  Cyrus  carried.  Virtue  plain 
Denies  to  rank  with  Happy  Men. 

Plebeian  parlance  to  unteach 
Unwarrantable  freedom  which 
It  uses  with  exacter  speech. 

She  maugre  mobs  pronounces  sway 
Right  royal,  diadem,  and  bay 
Entirely  out  of  hazard's  way. 

His,  who  bestows  on  changer's  store, 
On  tabled  heaps  of  glittering  ore. 
One  look  in  passing,  and  no  more. 
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Remember,  Dellius,  to  maintain 

Equality  of  mind 
In  arduous  circumstance,  and  when 

In  fortunate,  confined 
From  supercilious  airs  no  less, 
And  more  than  due  elatedness, 

Assured,  howe'er  you  fared,  to  fade  ; 

Whether  it  was  to  mope 
Your  term,  or,  indolently  laid 

On  green  secluded  slope, 
Through  festive  days  to  bless  yourself 
With  parcel,  by  the  mark  from  shelf 

Interior,  of  Falernian  wine, 
Where  hospitable  shade 

Gigantic  cedars  intertwine 

With  poplar  white,  and  stayed 

For  faster  flight  fair  lymph  to  seek 

The  meadow's  level  toils  oblique. 
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Here  drink  and  perfume,  ghosts  of  flowers. 

Send  up,  with  the  sweet  rose 
Exhaling  still  from  all  its  pores 

A  life  too  soon  to  close, 
Quick  !  while  by  sufferance  this  may  be 
Of  the  black  thread  and  Sisters  Three. 

The  heavy-timbered  vast  estates 

Bought  up  on  all  sides,  ay 
The  house  and  grounds  that  Tyber  wets, 

You'll  leave  them  on  a  day, 
And  piles  on  piles  of  wealth  transfer 
To  the  enjoyment  of  your  heir. 

Or  rich  or  poor,  born  high,  born  base, 

To  Inachus  or  to 
Progenitors  in  lowest  place, 

And  lodging  under  dew. 
No  matter  :  this  or  that,  he  dies, 
Unpitying  Orcus'  sacrifice. 

All  are  compelled  to  Him  :   his  urn 

Is  shaken  up  for  All : 
From  which  a  lot  by  earlier  turn 

Or  later,  must  outfall. 
Me  too  for  exile  to  denote, 
Returnless  exile  by  the  Boat. 
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Xanthias  Phoceus,  if  it  be 
You  think  a  tenderness  for  one 
Conditioned  otherwise  than  free 

Reflects  upon 
A  cavalier,  the  snowy-armed 
Briseis  to  a  state  reduced 
Of  servitude  Achilles  warmed 

To  love  unused. 
Tecmessa's  fair  proportions  won 
Her  capturer  not  void  of  pride, 
That  he,  an  Ajax,  Telamon's  son. 

Made  her  his  bride. 
Atreides,  though  at  glory's  height, 
Felt  for  a  maid  enslaved  and  shamed, 
In  fortune's  and  dishonour's  spite. 

His  heart  enflamed  : 
'Twas  after  the  barbarian  men 
Fell  in  such  numbers  by  the  hand 
Of  the  Thessalian  victor,  then 

Hard  to  withstand. 
And  Hector,  lost  to  their  defence. 
Had  left  the  taking  of  Troy-towers 
A  thing  of  easy  consequence 

T'  the  tired  Greek  powers. 
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Some  wretched-placed  were  happy-born  ; 
From  source  so  high  her  vein  may  draw 
That  PhylHs'  parents  shall  adorn 

Their  son-in-law. 
No  less  than  kingly  her  descent ; 
I  gage  it,  and  will  give  you  odds 
She  mourns  the  turn  malevolent 

Of  household  gods. 
Of  low  plebeian  life  impure 
The  woman  never  could  come  out 
That  you  would  choose,  of  that  endure 

Never  a  doubt : 
That  one  so  faithful,  so  from  gain 
Averse,  a  mother  should  have  had 
To  blush  for  is  to  entertain 

A  thought  too  bad. 
The  form,  the  face,  the  rounded  arm 
And  ancle,  I  commend  uncheclct. 
Because  heart-whole  from  every  charm  : 

Shun  to  suspect. 
Or  as  a  rival  him  to  rate. 
Whose  age  within  a  fraction  wears 
Of  safe  and  sober  five-times-eight 

Units  of  years. 
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She  cannot  carry  the  yoke-tree, 

Not  to  it  grown  ; 
She's  not  the  other's  equal ;  he 

Would  drag  her  down  ; 
She's  of  the  rushing  love  and  weight 
Of  the  herd's  king  intolerant  yet. 

Your  heifer's  mind  is  to  green  meads 

And  silver  runs, 
Here  to  console  what  grief  proceeds 

From  sultry  suns. 
There  with  the  calves  to  be  at  play, 
And  crop  lymph-loving  oziers'  spray. 

Soon  various  Autumn  will  be  seen 

With  tint  and  brush 
Among  the  clusters,  livid  green 

With  purple  flush 
Diversifying  ;  crude  (which  wipe 
Out  of  your  wish)  with  tempting  ripe. 
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For  time  moves  at  a  furious  pace, 

And  years  from  you 
Retrenched  to  Lalage  will  place  : 

When  to  pursue 
'Twill  be  her  turn,  love  in  her  front, 
To  be  supplied  with  her  new  want, 

A  husband,  and  to  be  beloved 

With  more  of  joy 
Than  Chloris  ever,  ever  proved 

Pholoe  coy. 
With  ivory  shoulders  so  shines  she 
As  under  pure  moonbeams  the  sea, 

Or  Cnydian  Gyges  :  whom  inweave 

In  a  choir  of  girls, 
'Tis  wonderful  how  will  deceive 

With  loosened  curls 
Sagacity  of  passing  guest 
His  shade  of  difference  from  the  rest. 
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To  Gades,  to  Cantabria,  where 
Necks  are  untaught  our  yoke  to  bear, 
To  Moorish  sands  and  cauldron-sea 

Wouldst  go  with  rne  : 
Septimius  !   thanks  :  but  Tibur-town 
By  Argive  exodus  begun 
Rest  my  old  bones  !  weary  of  tramps 

Cabins  and  camps. 
Whence  if  the  fates  unkind  repel, 
Receive  me  next  a  rural  vale, 
Phalanthus  swayed  it,  vagabond 

From  Spartan  strond, 
Galesus  drains  it,  sweet  to  flocks, 
Pelissed  in  peltry  to  the  hocks  ; 
Coats  of  their  value  must  not  scorch 

To  solar  torch. 
Of  all  earth's  nooks  that  for  my  home  ! 
Not  to  Hymettus  yields  its  comb, 
Fair  shew  beside  Venafrum's  e'en 

Its  berries  green. 
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There  lingers  spring,  there  winter  warms, 
There  Aulon  such  a  cluster  forms 
As  at  the  huge  Falernian  vines 

Little  repines. 
That  tract,  those  towers  are  happy  ;  they 
Expect  us  :  there  the  tearful  spray 
To  my  warm  ashes,  friendship's  due, 

Be  paid  by  you. 
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O  CARRIED,  as  I  could  relate. 

Oft  times  with  me,  when  Brutus  led 

Hostilities,  to  verge  of  fate  ! 
A  Quiris  born,  a  Quiris  bred, 

Who  gave  you  livery  once  more, 

The  gods  your  ancient  house  adore, 

And  skies  Italian,  roofed  by  which. 
Prince  of  good  fellows,  you  and  I, 

Pompeius !  did  with  wine  unhitch 
And  help  the  laggard  hours  to  fly. 

My  shining  hair  with  flowers  beset, 

With  Syrian  malobathrum  wet. 
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With  you  I  felt  Philippi-field, 
Its  panic  and  fast  foot  of  flight, 

Where,  ah  not  well !   was  left  my  shield. 
When  valours,  tried  in  many  a  fight, 

Cohesion  left,  and  threatening  miens 

With  lowly  villain  clods  touched  chins. 

But  Mercury  with  swift  repair 

Conveyed  the  poet,  whom  for  lost 

His  terrors  gave,  through  lurid  air 
High  over  all  the  victor  host : 

A  wave  of  war  re-swallowing  you 

Swept  to  its  yeasty  main  anew. 

Pay,  therefore,  to  preserver  Jove 

The  festive  mirth  in  which  you're  bound 

Rest  under  laurels  from  my  grove 

Your  weary  sides  in  warfare's  round  : 

The  casks  express  for  this  set  by. 

From  first  to  last  we'll  drain  them  dry. 

Ciboria,  bowls  by  Egypt's  bean 
In  pod  and  leaf  prodigious  grown. 

Them,  boy  !   produce  us,  and  fill  in 
With  Massic,  excellent  to  drown 

111  memories  :   from  capacious  pearl 

Pour  unguents,  good  for  thirsty  curl. 


ULLA    SI    JURIS. 

Who  goes  for  parsley  there  ?  who  strides 
With  scissors  to  my  myrtle-boughs  ? 

Who  throws  the  Venus  and  presides  ? 
Edoni  more  shall  not  carouse 

Unsoberly.     My  friend  I  have  : 

A  sound  and  sweet  pretext  to  rave. 


ULLA  SI  JURIS. 

For  oft  as  you  have  been  forsworn 
For  once,  Barine  !  had  you  borne 
The  penalty,  to  slightest  hurt 

Of  beauty,  wer't 
In  all  the  pearly  set  one  tooth 
In  mourning  for  the  death  of  truth, 
One  nail  in  all  the  pinky  ten, 

Believe  you  then 
I  might :  but  soon  as  you  have  bound 
That  head  perfidious  with  a  round 
Of  curses,  only  shines  the  fairer 

Its  witching  wearer, 
And  you  come  out,  to  youthful  Rome 
An  interest  so  intense  become, 
Expressed  to  grave  decorum's  face 

In  public  place, 
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That  now  no  longer  Is  it  care 
For  private  virtue  here  and  there, 
But  for  the  morals  of  the  State 

Fear  you  create. 
To  ashes  of  a  mother  lying, 
And  audient  signs  though  unreplying 
In  skies  nocturnal,  only  profit 

To  you  comes  of  it  ! 
This  orb  or  that  will  not  content, 
But  you  must  call  the  firmament. 
With  every  god,  cold  death  that  wants, 

In  ether's  haunts. 
Venus  at  this,  herself  and  droles 
Of  nymphs  attendants,  easy  souls, 
Shake  (my  word  for  it)  heavenly  rafters 

With  pealing  laughters, 
While  Cupid  vents  to  bloodwet  stone 
A  savage  chuckle  of  his  own. 
Arrow  in  hand,  more  points  to  bring 

To  ardent  sting. 
Beside  the  youth  that's  grown  already 
You  have  the  growing  :  not  a  laddie 
But  cultivates  for  you  the  chin 

Of  smooth  fourteen. 
It  foils  the  numbering  powers  to  take 
Account  of  all  the  slaves  you  make, 
Your  powers  run  on  at  such  a  rate 

To  captivate. 
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Those  first  upon  the  list,  who've  worn 
Threadbare  the  menace  often  sworn 
To  leave  their  impious  mistress'  sill, 

Stand  swearing  stilL 
Of  you  maternity  's  afeard 
For  steers  she  gives  the  human  herd, 
Of  you  grey  fatherhood  that  spares 

For  spending  heirs, 
Of  you  poor  maids,  at  morning  wed, 
Lest  due  arrivals  to  their  bed 
You  coming  down  the  wind  at  eve 

Chance  to  reprieve. 


NON   SEMPER  IMBRES. 

Not  always  to  the  stubbled  lea 
Persists  the  drizzling  rain. 

It  blows  not  on  the  Caspian  sea 
Habitual  hurricane, 

And  when  it  blows,  'tis  to  transgress 

The  rule  of  equal  more  or  less. 
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Armenian  marches  are  not  stiff 

Through  all  the  months  with  frost, 

Nor  ash-trees  widowed  of  their  leaf, 
Nor  black  Garganus'  host 

Of  lithe  oak  saplings  to  and  fro 

Swung  by  the  blasts  of  Aquilo  : 

But  you  from  Vesper's  rise  at  eve 

Till  he  desert  swift  day 
Complain  of  Mystes  lost,  nor  leave 

To  steep  in  tears  the  lay : 
The  star  submits  his  lifted  crown, 
But  your  regrets  go  never  down. 

Yet  the  old  man  who  thrice  outstayed 
An  age,  set  bounds  to  his, 

Nor  year  to  year  bemoaned  his  dead 
Antilochus,  formed  to  please. 

For  downy  Troilus  slain  that  lies 

His  Phrygian  sisters  dry  their  eyes. 

No  more,  dear  Valgius  !  no  more 

Of  this  unmanly  tone. 
Give  these  too  selfish  numbers  o'er. 

Our  strains  are  not  our  own  : 
Imperial  victories  demand 
Anew  the  harp,  the  heart,  the  hand. 
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Beware  you  miss  each  glorious  theme  ! 

Niphates'  snows  subdued, 
The  humbler-flowing  Median  stream, 

The  Scythian  squadrons  mewed 
In  pale  prescribed.      Noble  relief 
To  yours,  to  any  private  grief. 


RECTIUS   VIVES. 

Touching  the  true  or  truer  rule 
By  which  to  live,  Licinius  !   who 
Cull  from  opinion's  every  school, 

Here  is  a  view 
Of  mine.     Nor  aye  to  deep  sea-bed, 
Nor  diffident  of  Neptune  more 
Than  fits,  to  hug  uneven-led 

Line  of  the  shore  : 
While  at  that  outer  swell  you  shudder, 
Praising  goodheed  not  to  be  there. 
The  strand's  illwill  to  keel  and  rudder 

In  mind  to  bear. 
Whoever  loves  the  Golden  Mean, 
Has  twice  security  ;  to  shun 
A  lodging  of  the  class  unclean 

To  ruin  run. 
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And  painful  to  a  sober  mind 
The  sense  of  being  envied  all 
Accommodation  more  refined 

Up  at  the  hall. 
Pine  that  will  top  above  the  rest 
Pays  for  exceeding  in  the  blast, 
Which  not  so  snapt  the  low^ly  crest 

It  overpast : 
O'ercrow^ing  column  miles  around^ 
Tovv^ers  that  the  modest  cope  forsake, 
Mu-st  come  the  heavier  to  the  ground. 

If  terra  quake  : 
The  proudest  of  the  mountain  heights 
Takes,  with  no  rival  to  divert. 
Next  neighbour  to  the  fulmined  lights, 

Their  fiercest  hurt. 
Prepared  well  for  is  armed  against 
A  change  in  lot,  a  turn  of  air  : 
When  prosperously  circumstanced 

That  breast  will  fear, 
As  it  will  watch,  not  hopeless  blind. 
By  fortune  blown  adversely  to, 
What  alterations  from  the  wind 

Her  vane  goes  through. 
Identic  Jupiter  the  cause 
Of  winter  and  the  year  deformed 
Is  leader  back  of  genial  thaws 

And  atmos  warmed  : 


QUID    BELLICOSUS.  9  I 

From  which  in  nature  argue  strong 

To  this  in  what  is  to  befall, 

If  at  the  moment  things  go  wrong, 

No  need  they  shall 
Hereafter  also  :  lately  mute 
Apollo  wakes  the  lyre  strings  now. 
Nor  always  keeps  in  state  to  shoot 

Those  of  his  bow. 
As  pressure  tightens  never  make 
Wry  faces  to  it,  but  appear 
The  spirit  which  no  ills  can  break 

You  have  to  bear  : 
Still  the  same  man  it  will  in  you 
Show  wisely  to  contract  the  sail 
Becoming  turgid  with  a  too 

Propitious  gale. 


QUID  BELLICOSUS. 

What  thoughts  Cantabria  now  may  nurse 

To  trouble  Rome's  repose, 
How  soon  Danubian  swarms  may  pierce 

To  where  her  Tiber  flows, 
Hirpinus  !  cease  to  wish  to  learn  : 
The  flanks  of  Adria  can  they  turn  ? 
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Life  asks  but  little  :  calm  provide  : 

Youth  soon  is  left  behind 
And  age  upon  us,  from  the  pride 

Of  golden  locks  declined, 
f  rom  loves,  smooth  skin,  elastic  step, 
And  quick  receptions  into  sleep. 

There  breathes  no  stationary  bloom 

In  all  the  flowery  race. 
She  shines,  who  shines  in  Phcebus'  room, 

With  variable  face. 
Why  take  the  future  on  ?  a  load 
Fit  only  for  the  back  of  Gou. 

Why  not  beneath  this  plane,  this  pine, 
The  first  green  couch  that  spreads. 

While,  where,  we  may,  imbue  with  wine  ? 
'Stilled  odours  on  our  heads 

And  wreathed,  such  as  in  roses  blow. 

Such  as  in  Syrian  unguents  flow. 

Drink  Bacchus  down,  he'll  scatter  all 

The  heart's  corroding  care. 
You,  boy  !   from  yonder  waterfall 

Bring  up  a  diluent  clear 
To  this  too  stifi^  Falernian  draught, 
Too  ardent  to  be  simply  quaffed. 
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And  you  !   go  try  your  arts  to  lure 

From  where  her  charms  retire, 
Young  Lyde  here  :  and,  boy  !  be  sure 

She  brings  her  ivory  lyre. 
Bid  her  not  stop  to  braid  her  hair, 
But  truss  it  Uke  the  Spartan  fair. 


NOLIS  LONGA  TERM. 

Hard  Hannibal,  Numantia's  war 
To  such  fierce  lengths  that  wore, 

Sicilia's  sea  empurpled  far 
With  Carthaginian  gore, 

Mecaenas  !   you  would  scarce  desire 

To  see  adapted  to  the  lyre, 

Or  deem  uproarious  Lapithas, 

With  hospitable  wine 
Hylaeus  apt  to  make  too  free, 

And  Tellus'  youthful  line 
That  with  such  terror  shook  the  dome 
Refulgent,  Saturn's  erst,  and  whom 
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The  hand  of  Hercules  o'erthrew, 

For  its  soft  measures  fit  : 
Better  in  stately  prose  by  you 

That  Caesar's  fields  were  writ, 
And  pomps  of  haltered  monarchs  through 
The  streets  they  menaced  ruin  to. 


Lycymnia's  voice,  Lycymnia's  eyes, 

It's  music,  and  their  light, 
What  firm  reciprocated  ties 

Her  breast  with  yours  unite, 
To  height  of  these,  than  these  no  higher 
The  muse  commissioned  me  my  lyre. 

On  Dian's  fete  when  virgins  jest 

And  dance  in  locked  array, 
Lycymnia's  repartee  was  best, 

She  drolled  the  drollest  way, 
She  nor  ungraceful  wreathed  her  arm 
Nor  placed  her  foot  without  a  charm. 

For  all  Achaemenes  possest. 
All  Thracian  Mygdon's  rents 

From  fertile  Phrygia,  all  the  Blest 
Arabia's  wealth  in  tents, 

Would  you  for  these  exchange  one  fair 

Silk  tendril  of  Lycymnia's  hair. 


ILLE    ET    NEFASTO.  95 

When  to  admit  the  burning  kiss 

Her  neck  leans  to  one  side, 
Or  will  not  lean  :  for  so  it  is 

With  kisses,  asked  denied, 
Ravished  and  had  :  if  to  receive 
Kept  tedious  vv^aiting,  first  to  give. 


ILLE  ET  NEFASTO. 

Curst  tree  !   with  sacrilegious  hand 

On  sacred  day  forbid  to  toil 
He  set  who  set  thee  in  the  land, 

He  nursed  who  nursed  above  the  soil, 
To  bring  discredit  on  the  place, 
And  ruin  on  the  rising  race. 

The  wretch  !   I  could  believe  by  him 
Without  the  least  compunctious  reck 

His  mother  lifted  to  a  beam 
And  dislocation  of  the  neck, 

The  chamber,  where  he  lodged  a  guest. 

Dashed  with  his  brains  in  midnight  rest. 
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Whatever  poison  Colchis  owns 
He  dabbled  in,  well  entered  he 

In  murderous  arts  of  all  the  zones 
Who  planted  miserable  thee 

To  topple  on  thy  master's  crown, 

By  no  deserts  of  his  brought  down. 

What  to  avoid  upon  his  way 

Who  is  sufficiently  aware 
Through  all  the  shades  of  dialled  day  ? 

The  crews  of  Carthage  greatly  fear 
In  Bosphorus,  in  other  seas 
Ignore  hid  fate  and  drown  at  ease. 

The  legionary  sees  his  end 

Speed  in  the  Parthian's  flying  aim, 
The  Parthian  his  in  chains  attend 

And  fortune  of  the  Roman  name  : 
Whereas  destructions  have  been  hurled 
And  shall  be,  sudden  on  the  world- 
Hades  !  thy  realm  removed  from  light, 

Pluto  !    thy  dusk-complexioned  queen, 
^acus  !  thee  dispensing  right, 

Within  how  little  have  I  seen  ! 
With  you,  enclosures  of  the  good, 
To  two  iEolian  lutes  subdued, 


ILLE    ET    NEFASTO.  97 

Sappho's,  who  to  the  shadowy  throng 
Plains  of  her  countrywomen's  ire, 

Alcaeus',  who  in  fuller  song 

Instructs  them  from  the  golden  wire 

In  fight,  in  flight  what  evils  be, 

What  hardships  in  a  life  at  sea. 

Their  audience  grants  with  hushed  delight 

That  sacred  fire  in  either  burns. 
But  when  he  comes  to  his  sea-fight, 

His  tyrants  when  he  overturns, 
'Tis  then  the  shoulders  most  condense, 
And  hearing  comes  to  be  intense. 

What  wonder  ?  since  in  blissful  trance 
The  ears  of  Cerberus  the  hound. 

When  those  delicious  concerts  chance. 
Depend  in  hundreds  to  the  ground. 

New  natures  gain,  new  spirits  stir 

The  vipers  in  Alecto's  hair  : 

Since  e'en  Prometheus  at  those  strains 

Is  comforted,  and  Pelops'  sire. 
By  the  retirement  of  their  pains 

Or  fancying  that  they  retire  : 
Nor  cares  Orion  to  unbed 
The  timid  lynx  and  lion  dread. 
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The  years,  the  years,  oh  how  the  years 

Slip,  Posthumus,  away  ! 
To  stop  this  frightful  lapse  of  their's, 

Th'  advances  of  decay 
And  death,  a  monster  none  can  chain, 
Adoring,  offering,  all 's  in  vain, 

E'en  though  by  immolated  steers, 

Three  hundred  in  a  day. 
The  peace  of  Pluto,  whom  no  tears 

Can  soften,  you  essay. 
By  Stygian  pool  he  Tityos  ties. 
He  Geryon  huge,  three  times  our  size, 

And  whosoever  we  that  feed 
On  mother  earth's  good  cheet. 

None  can  repudiate  his  need 
Of  navigating  here. 

The  wearer  whether  of  a  crown, 

Or  the  hobnails  that  shoe  the  clown. 
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In  vain  shall  bloody  war  and  hoarse- 
Resounding  Adria's  waves 

Omit  to  furnish  in  due  course 
The  same  amount  of  graves, 

In  vain  against  autumnal  harm 

From  Auster  shall  our  bodies  arm  : 

We  have  to  see  Cocytus'  face, 

Black,  rambling,  dull,  addressed 
To  no  broad  neptune,  Danaus'  race 

Of  memory  unblessed. 
And  Sisyphus  the  storm-god's  son 
Damned  to  long  labour  with  the  stone. 

Th'  old  house,  its  mistress  made  to  please, 

The  dear  entailed  domain. 
Both  are  to  leave  :  of  all  the  trees 

My  friend  delights  to  train 
Which  shall  attend  him  where  he  goes. 
Unless,  least-loved,  the  cypress'  boughs  ? 

The  tubs  of  Caecuban  you  guard 

Beneath  a  hundred  keys, 
Your  heir,  perchance  their  worthier  ward, 

Shall  dissipate  you  these. 
And  marble  pavements  drench  with  hoards 
Pontiffs  might  envy  for  their  boards. 
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These  piles,  each  vast  enough  to  be 
Accommodation  for  a  king, 

These  pools,  that  everywhere  we  see 
At  Lucrine  grandeur  offering. 

Must  leave  ere  many  moons  be  through 

Not  much  for  ox  and  plough  to  do. 

Elm  will  evicted  be  by  plane 

That  takes  no  loving  vine  to  wife, 

Myrtles  and  violets,  every  mean 
Of  breathing  to  a  perfume's  life. 

Will  scent  what  once  were  olive  yards 

Productive  to  their  former  lords. 

And  laurel  branching  thick  shut  out 
Suns  that  for  us  too  fervid  be  ! 

Exampleless,  and  brought  about 
Not  under  Romulus'  decree, 

Nor  Cato's  auspices  and  beard, 

Nor  any  mode  that  eld  revered. 
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Then  private  havings  were  confined, 

And  the  state  coffers  only  full  ; 
To  intercept  the  northern  wind 

No  porticoes  with  ten-foot  rule 
Were  measured  off  at  vast  expense 
Of  individual  opulence : 

With  what  materials  to  build 

The  laws  prescribed,  nor  would  permit 
Any  from  his  allotted  field 

Turf-blocks  to  scorn :  temple  and  street 
At  public  will  and  cost  alone 
Were  to  be  honoured  with  new  stone. 


OTIUM  DIVOS. 

Caught  in  the  vast  JEge^n  he 
Asks  peace  of  heaven  who  cannot  see 
The  moon  for  clouds,  nor  star  descry 
To  pilot  by. 
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'Tis  peace  that  Media's  graceful  race 
Of  bowmen,  peace  that  fighting  Thrace 
Entreats,  not,  Grosphus  !  to  be  had 

Like  gems  or  braid 

For  money  :  lictor  ne'er  suppressed 
The  tumults  of  a  wretched  breast, 
Nor  drove  the  cares  on  wing  and  wheeling 
Round  frescoed  ceiling. 

Life  may  be  well  with  little  stored  : 
He  proves  it  on  whose  slender  board 
The  service  sole  that  is  not  plain 

Puts  the  salt  grain. 

In  nothing  less,  in  nothing  more 
Pretentious  than  his  sires  before, 
Not  robbed  by  sordid  wish  or  fright 
Of  slumbers  light. 

Why,  limited  in  force  and  time. 
Aim  at  so  much  ?  Why  fly  our  clime 
For  other  suns  who  vainly  try 

Ourselves  to  fly  ? 

There  is  a  wickedness  in  Care 
To  follow,  not  particular  where  : 
To  sea  ?  he  '11  climb  the  side  anointed 

Of  ships  brass-pointed 
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To  horseback  ?  he  will  leave  a  troop 

Of  cavalry,  not  antelope 

So  fleet,  so  fleet  not  vapoury  heaven 

'Fore  Eurus  driven. 
With  opportunity  be  gay, 
Hate  troubles  not  within  the  day. 
Smile  the  sour  sweet.    There  lacks  somewhat 

To  happiest  lot : 
Glorious  Achilles  early  dies, 
Tithonus  aging  shrinks  and  dries. 
My  term  may  be  prolonged  by  hours 
Denied  to  your's. 
Kine  low  for  you  (Sicilian  they). 
Flocks  bleat,  a  hundred  fillies  neigh 
Four-harnessed,  woollens  clothe  your  side 

African-dyed, 
Twice  dipt :  for  me  fate  not  untrue 
Did  all  she  undertook  to  do 
When  she  bestowed  my  rural  fair 

Few  acres  here, 
The  finer  spirit  of  the  greek 
Camoena,  special  boon  unique. 
The  vulgar  and  malignant  born 

A  soul  to  scorn. 


1 04  CUR    ME    yUERELIS. 


CUR  ME  OUERELIS. 

The  cruel  sufferings  you  go  through, 
Spare  their  recital,  I  implore; 

It  kills  me  :   nature's  debt  once  due, 
Why  force  me  thus  to  pay  twice  o'er, 

Mecaenas  !   pillar  to  my  state. 

Adorning  what  you  elevate. 

Die  before  me  ?   Heaven  wills  not  so 
More  than  myself :   half  of  life's  whole 

Inducement  if  with  you  must  go. 
My  other  moiety  of  soul 

Why  should  I  keep  ?  why  carry  on 

Maimed  life,  the  charm  of  which  is  gone  ? 

My  term  enlisted  under  thine. 

To  thee,  my  general  !  when  I  sware — 
Thy  footing  and  thy  fall  be  mine, 

Throughout  to  follow  and  nowhere 
Survive,  I  sware  with  strict  intent, 
Too  good  a  comrade  to  repent. 


CUR    ME    QUERELIS.  IO5 

The  day  that  throws  the  one  must  cast 
The  other,  there's  no  force  can  tear 

Us  twain  apart,  Chimaera's  blast 
Of  fire,  no  nor  the  fifty  pair 

Of  Gyas'  hands,  since  so  unite 

To  order  Fate  and  powerful  Right. 

Whichever  of  the  belted  powers 

Looks  influential  down  on  me, 
If  Scorpio  dire,  the  natal  hour's 

Oppressor,  if  the  Scales  it  be, 
Or  Capricorn,  the  master  hard 
Of  western  waters,  we  are  starred 

Harmoniously:    for  while  from  death 
How  strange  !  thy  friendly  Jove  direct 

'Gainst  impious  Saturn  by  one  breath 
Thee  saved  and  fate  too  hasty  checked, 

Affording  the  full  benches  cause 

For  three  prolonged  rounds  of  applause. 

The  fall  of  rotten-rooted  tree 

By  Faunus  tilted  from  my  head 
Within  an  ace  deported  me  ! 

Faunus  who  guards  in  Mercury's  stead, 
Mercurial  men.     You'll  not  forget 
Your  special  providence's  debt 
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More  than  I  mine.      You,  Sir  !   are  bound 
In  victims,  and  a  holy  house 

The  Father  of  the  gods  to  found  : 
I  cannot  be  so  generous  : 

To  Faunus  with  one  little  life 

Shall  reek  my  sacrificial  knife. 


NON  EBUR  NEQUE  AUREUM. 

I  DO  not  ceil  with  burnished  gold, 
Nor  cornice  me  my  walls  with  ivory  mould. 

Nor  cross  them  with  Hymetiian  beam 
Reposed  on  granite  shaft  from  Nilus'  stream. 

Me  no  pretence  in  Attalus'  halls 
Without  the  shadow  of  a  right  installs  : 

For  me  no  client  goodwives  spin 
A  purple  badge  to  wear  an  honour  in  : 

But  honesty  I  have,  to  it 
Auxiliary  vein  of  pleasant  wit, 

And  poverty,  but  then  my  door 
Gives  people  passage  the  reverse  of  poor. 

The  gods  I  never  importune 
For  cumulation  of  a  former  boon. 

Nor  tease  my  earthly  friend  for  more  : 
The  Sabine  farm  contents  me  o'er  and  o'er. 
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Day  treads  upon  the  heel  of  day, 
The  moons  that  wax,  to  waning  hold  their  way, 

And  you,  whose  hourglass  is  run  out, 
Engage  hewn  marble  at  so  much  a  foot ! 

Were  it  sepulchral  stone  you  hew — 
But  no,  palatial  base  your  masons  strew  ! 

Yes,  and  on  Ba'ian  billows  rough  ! 
These  their's  retaining,  you're  not  rich  enough. 

I  name  not  that  between  your  own 
And  near  possession  fences  aye  go  down. 

That  ever  and  anon  a  bound 
Your  avarice  makes  o'er  some  entrusted  ground, 

Driving  before  it  man  and  wife  : 
He  clasps  his  gods,  she  ragged  infant  life. 

And  yet  the  grasper  of  this  all. 
What  surer  ?  must  from  this  to  Orcus'  hall, 

And  to  the  world-receiving  gates. 
The  last  he  shall  arrive  at,  harpy  fate's. 

There's  no  o'erholding  Terra,  since 
She  yawns  for  peasant  now  and  now  for  prince. 

With  Charon  sharp  Prometheus  failed, 
Nor  for  a  second  cast  by  gold  prevailed. 

Stay  where  you  are  !  the  ferryman 
To  Tantalus  and  all  his  royal  clan 

Calls  ;  and,  entreated  or  forborne. 
Calls  the  same  thing  to  ditcher's  shade  forlorn. 
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I've  seen  lacchus  !  souls  unborn, 

Believe  it  !  seen  him  far  away 
In  mountain  regions  scarped  and  torn  : 

Him  teaching  in  his  orchestra, 
And  the  nymphs  learning,  w^ith  prick-eared 
Satyrs  hirsute,  on  goats'  foot  reared. 

Evoe  !   Evoe  !   my  sense  still  reels 
With  trepidation  and  my  breast 

The  pleasurable  turbid  feels 
Of  thee  not  v^'holly  dispossest. 

No  more,  thou  formidable  god  ! 

No  more  with  thy  vine-twisted  rod. 

Permitted  be  't  to  name  the  well 

That  bubbled  and  o'erflowed  with  wine, 

Milk  sluices  inexhaustible. 

And,  from  the  stump  of  hollow  pine 

The  trickling  honey  that  I  saw. 

Let  me  report  (nor  break  thy  law) 
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That  steadily  the  Thyads  do 

Their  calling,  to  thy  happy  spouse 

The  honour  of  the  cressets  new- 
Appended  to  the  sphere,  the  house 

Of  Pentheus  gutted  and  o'erthrown, 

And  how  Lycurgus'  legs  were  mown. 

Thou  bendest  rivers,  rulest  strand 

And  billow  of  barbarian  sea. 
With  vipers  in  thy  drunken  hand 

Caught  innocent  where  crannies  be 
Thou  snoodest  all  the  matrons'  hair 
Bistonia  sends  to  thy  repair. 

When  scrambled  up  the  steeps  of  stone 
(Uprooted  Find),  that  impious  gang 

Assailed  thy  father  on  his  throne. 
All  heaven  with  roar  terrific  rang, 

'Twas  thou  !   thy  paws  upon  his  track, 

Thy  horrid  throat  hurled  Rhaetus  back. 

Thy  attribute  had  been  till  now 

To  dance  to  frolic  and  to  jest, 
And  not  the  vigour  of  thy  blow. 

And  not  the  lion  in  thy  breast  : 
Opinion  by  that  day  set  right 
Divides  thee  now  to  feast  and  fight. 
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Cerb'rus  nor  stopt  nor  sought  to  harm 
Thee  coming,  curled  round  either  ear 

He  had  discerned  thy  horny  charm, 
To  thee  departing  he  drew  near 

With  fawning  tail  to  lick  thy  knee 

Mid-leg  and  foot  trilinsually. 
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Poet  biform,  before  me  lies 

My  journey  through  the  liquid  air 

On  pinion  of  an  enterprize 
And  calibre  unusual  there. 

On  earth  no  further  stay  allowed 

I  leave  that  and  the  civic  crowd 

Envy's  superior,  though  to  me 

A  humble  pair  derived  their  blood. 

It  cannot,  dear  Mecaenas,  be 
In  thy  esteem  that  having  stood 

I  should  accept  the  Stygian  wave 

For  bourne,  or  for  abode  the  grave. 
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Below  I  roughen  in  the  skin, 

Above  am  modified  for  flight, 
The  quills  that  I  enclose  me  in 

And  all  th'  interior  down  is  white. 
My  shoulders  fledge  to  the  same  hue, 
My  fingers  feathery  flakes  indue. 

Now  a  much  swifter  wing  than  bore 

Daedalian  Icarus  shall  mine 
Take  me  to  see  the  rush  and  roar 

Of  Bosphorus,  the  sands  that  line 
Gaetulia's  coast,  and  to  be  heard 
In  polar  lands  a  tuneful  bird. 

The  Dace  affecting  not  to  fear 
The  Marsian  levies,  me  shall  ken 

Me  the  Geloni,  in  the  rear 
Of  habitation,  Colchis'  men, 

Iberia's  not  unskilled,  and  they 

Whose  thirsty  lips  the  Rhone's  allay. 

Plaint,  sob,  and  the  disfiguring  tear 
At  mimic  sepulchres,  whose  room 

Is  all  their  own,  one  may  forbear  : 
Omit  to  mine,  that  sort  of  tomb, 

The  clamour  and  the  honours  due 
To  bodies  and  interments  true. 
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1  DRIVE  a  vulgar,  and  detest 

An  irreligious  crew. 
Attention  to  the  Muses'  priest ! 

The  verse  he  weaves  is  new. 
Begone  !  outstanders  to  the  fane  : 
List  !   boys  and  virgins  that  remain. 

Monarchs,  whose  realms  are  widest  spread. 

Most  absolute  whose  sway, 
Have  Jove  to  govern  at  their  head, 

As  at  the  lieges'  they  : 
Jove  tamed  the  giant  kings'  revolt  : 
Jove's  eyebrows  move  the  spheres  and  halt. 

One  we  may  see  plant  out  in  line 

O'er  greater  breadths  of  land 
Than  suits  another,  elm  and  vine  : 

This  shall  advantaged  stand 
For  honours  in  the  candid  gown 
By  more  exalted  birth  :   renown 
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And  morals  on  plebeian's  side 

Sue  contrary  :  a  third 
To  both  superior  by  a  wide 

Clientry  is  preferred. 
But  Fate  urns  every  name,  and  high 
And  low  shakes  equal  forth  to  die. 

To  him  whose  impious  neck  the  sword 

Impends,  course  after  course 
Elaborate  at  Sicilian  board 

Sweet  relish  sha'n't  enforce, 
The  song  of  birds,  the  poet's  song 
Borne  on  the  harp's  low  sounds  along, 

Shall  never  bring  him  sleep  again. 

Sleep  does  not  hold  the  hut 
Of  country  people  in  disdain, 

Not  from  her  office  put 
In  Tempe  on  a  bank  in  shade 
To  tremble  by  the  Zephyrs  made. 

Who  perils  not  enough  for  more, 

He  has  no  need  to  fret 
For  what  may  hap  on  sea  or  shore 

When  Ursa  comes  to  set, 
Hasdus  to  rise  ;  he  dreads  by  these 
No  stranding  of  his  argosies, 
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No  blooming  vines  to  be  whipt  down 

And  buried  by  the  hail, 
No  golden  spikes  to  be  o'erthrown, 

No  fruitful  boughs  to  fail, 
No  mow,  no  math,  through  wet  or  drought 
Or  wintry  rigours  lengthened  out. 

Enough  ?  this  age  abjures  the  word. 

The  scaly  tribes  complain 
Of  moles  and  trespass  by  the  lord 

Of  solid  scorned  demesne  : 
The  liquid  perishes,  cement 
Invades  the  seas  to  that  extent. 

But  where  the  master  climbs  the  fears 

That  menace  his  estate 
Climb  after  :  galleys  of  three  tiers 

Shall  not  out-navigate 
Chagrin  not  left  at  the  seaside  ; 
Crouped  with  the  horseman  Care  will  ride. 

If  aches  do  not  alleviate 

By  drawing  purple  on, 
By  quaffiing  from  Falernian  vat, 

By  treading  Phrygian  stone. 
By  breathing  airs  perfumed  to  please 
The  nostrils  of  Achaemenes, 
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Why  elevate  my  modest  wall, 

And  set  my  court-yard  round 
With  columns  enviably  tall  ? 

Why  change  my  Sabine  ground 
And  the  sv/eet  vale  'tis  shut  into 
For  affluency  and  ado  ? 
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Is  he  robust  ?  send  the  young  heir 
In  wear's  sharp  school  to  be  taught 

Patience  of  coarse  precarious  fare, 
Shewing  the  Parthian  v^^hat 

From  a  long  lance  there  is  to  fear 

r  the  hands  of  a  Roman  cavalier. 

What  in  that  w^eapon  to  annoy 

The  savage  chivalry  : 
His  days  bestow^ed  in  hard  employ, 

His  nights  to  brave  the  sky 
Inclement :  quarter  vv^here  he  may. 
In  trembling  circumstances  aye. 
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Mother,  and  maid  to  king  at  war 

Affianced,  girl  no  more, 
Him  'mid  the  combatants  afar 

From  battlemented  floor 
Discerning,  let  them  gasp  for  breath. 
And  one  to  other  pale  as  death 

Their  terrors  not  restrain  to  say — 
O  should  the  royal  spouse 

Who  fights  his  virgin  fight  to-day 
With  that  fell  lion  close  ! 

Rough  to  be  handled,  bloody  borne 

Through  heaps  of  mangled  and  of  torn 

His  way.      For  native  land  to  die 

Is  beautiful,  is  sweet. 
Death  follows  men  confirmed  that  fly. 

Nor  spares  in  youth  unmeet 
For  fray  the  hollows  of  the  knees 
And  timid  shoulderblades  he  sees. 

Virtue  that  knows  not  what  it  is 

At  artisan's  soiled  hands 
To  take  repulse,  in  dignities 

Without  a  blemish  stands. 
At  the  caprices  of  the  masses 
Will  neither  have  nor  leave  the  fasces. 
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Virtue  that  opens  heaven  to  men 

Too  good  to  cease  to  be 
Makes  forward  with  her  people  when 

No  way  seems  further  :  she 
Calls  then  to  wing  !   the  mire,  the  crowd 
Deserting  'sdainful  for  the  cloud. 

Faithkeeping  Silence  too  is  fair 

Entitled  :  I  were  loth 
If  any  secret  Ceres  dare 

Divulge  against  his  oath, 
One  beam  stretched  over  him  and  me 
Ashore,  or  one  beneath  at  sea  : 

Diespiter  neglected  rather 

Than  let  escape  the  bad 
Takes  them  and  opposites  together: 

Due  punishment  has  had 
Not  often  to  forsake  footsore 
Howe'er  well  on  the  rogue  before. 
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The  just,  the  firm,  in  his  demands, 

Him  not  the  civic  throng 
Enflamed  and  lifting  countless  hands 

Imperative  of  wrong. 
Not  the  fell  tyrant's  knitted  brow, 
Not  the  downlighting  of  his  blow, 

Not  Adria  heaving  to  the  vault 
With  turbulent  south  wind. 

Not  clutched  by  Jove  the  all-dreaded  bolt 
Shakes  in  his  solid  mind  : 

Did  the  great  globe  unsphere  and  split 

And  strike  him,  he  were  fearless  hit. 

This  art  relying  Hercles  (else 
He  toils,  he  tramps  in  vain) 

Attained  the  fiery  citadels. 

This  Pollux,  to  whom  twain 

Augustus  intermediate  dips 

In  nectar  his  vermilioned  lips. 
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This,  father  Bacchus  !   brought  thee  through 

Thine  Indian  campaign, 
This  yoked  indocile  tigers  to 

Thy  reascending  wain  : 
Mars  wheeled  Quirinus  up  th'  abyss, 
And  that  which  paved  the  way  was  this. 

'Tis  Juno  speaks  the  conclaved  skies, 

They  listen  and  approve  : 
False  arbiter  to  beauty's  prize. 

That  recreant  to  true  love. 
He  and  th'  outlandish  paramour 
Brought  Ilium  to  her  final  hour. 

What  time  Laomedon  abates 

His  masons  from  the  sea 
Their  wage,  and  backed  by  his  estates 

Extends  that  fraud  to  thee, 
Apollo  !   Pallas  sealed  and  I 
That  Troy  should  fall  and  Priam  die. 

Not  now  the  gauds  of  her  ill  guest 

Corrupt  the  strumpet  sight 
Of  Sparta's  queen  :  o'er  Greece  repressed 

By  matchless  Hector's  might 
Not  now  his  father's  perjured  house 
Pretends  to  be  victorious  : 
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Long  since  the  respite  to  it's  fate 

Our  factions  interpose 
Concluded  with  our  vext  debate  : 

My  quarrel  therefore  knows 
Some  softening,  hence  whatever  bars 
My  hatred  set  remove  to  Mars. 

Of  Troic  priestess  his  begot 

Let  enter  seats  of  light 
And  quaff  our  nectar:  Juno  not 

Opposes  that  he  sit 
With  us,  one  in  the  godded  rows 
Of  mortal  workers  in  repose. 

Joy  too,  so  it  be  exiles'  joy. 

The  fugitives  betide. 
So  the  new  realm  and  what  was  Troy 

A  weary  sea  divide : 
Let  be  to  Tarpe  her  strong  hold, 
Let  gleam  the  Capitol  with  gold. 

Be  the  long  triumphs  thither  led 

Liclusive  of  the  Mede, 
So  where  king  Priam  rests  his  head 

Wolves  howl  and  foxes  breed. 
So  Paris'  monumental  mound 
Be  herded  buffaloes'  feeding  ground. 
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Rome's  name,  Rome's  dread  shall  cross  the  sea 

That  parts  Europa's  shore, 
False  stop  to  her  supremacy, 

From  Carthage  and  the  Moor, 
And  that  economy  of  Nile 
Which  makes  irriguous  Egypt  smile. 

Stronger  she  leaves  the  glittering  grain, 

Where  else  is  it  so  well  ? 
In  coverture  beneath  the  plain 

Than  vi^ere  she  to  compel 
To  use  unblessed  that  nothing  spares. 
Nor  Jove's  dark  treasure-house  forbears. 

If  the  w^orld's  end  oppose,  to  th'  end 
O'  the  w^orld  let  reach  her  steel. 

Thither  her  conquering  march  extend 
Whither  her  seeing  zeal. 

To  parts  where  revel  fire  and  heat. 

Where  cloud  and  mist  and  dreary  wet. 

But  'tis  conditioned  I  declare 

This  the  Quirites'  fate 
In  arms,  that  they  renounce  to  dare 

To  make  the  parent  state. 
Good  but  mistaken  sons  and  o'er- 
Tasking  success,  a  state  once  more. 
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Troy,  on  some  mournful  omen's  wing 
Were  Troy  to  rise  again, 

A  twin  catastrophe  should  bring 
In  ashes  to  the  plain, 

An  expedition  to  that  need 

Jove's  sister-queen  myself  would  lead. 

Troy  wall,  by  Phoebus  thrice  renewed 
And  every  time  in  brass, 

Thrice  by  my  Argive  axes  hewed 
Should  litter  the  lank  grass. 

As  oft  the  captive  wife  of  Troy 

Bewail  her  husband  and  her  boy. 

But  this  suits  not  the  playful  lyre. 

Sweet  mistress  mine,  whereto 
Art  tending  ?  thus  should  not  transpire 

What  gods  in  council  do  : 
By  measures  scant,  O  flighty  Muse  ! 
Not  thus  should  themes  majestic  lose. 
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Descend,  Calliope  !  let  heaven 

Want  thee  awhile  :  we  too  have  need 

Of  numbers  :    O  be  sometime  given 
In  our  behalf  to  harp  or  reed  : 

The  stop  should  please  with  slender  tone 

Thee  best  :  the  strings  are  Phoebus'  own. 

Hear  ye  ?  or  is  the  frenzy  mine 
That  dearly  mocks  the  poet's  ear  ? 

I  seem  to  catch  a  voice  divine, 

Her  voice  :   I  seem  to  wander  where 

She  wanders,  through  sequestered  grove 

Where  only  rills  and  zephyrs  rove. 

Sweet  nurse  Appulia,  strayed  from  thee 
On  to  close  Vultur's  shaggy  steep, 

Doves  dear  to  fable  over  me 

Sunk  with  exhaustion  into  sleep 

A  covering  warm  of  myrtle  threw 

With  glossy  laurel  ever  new. 
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Axemen  from  woods  of  Bantia  named, 
And  Acherontia's  ruder  folk 

Nestled  on  Apennine  exclaimed 

At  this  :   the  hinds  that  urge  the  yoke 

Through  low  Ferentum  o'er  a  soil 

No  niggard  to  their  patient  toil, 

Stood  in  amazement  to  be  told 
That  such  a  child  as  I  was  then 

Should  dread,  in  heaven's  intentions  bold, 
Nor  viper's  hole  nor  she-bear's  den  ! 

Such  sleep,  so  saved  and  so  arrayed. 

Was  slept  with  more  than  nature's  aid. 

Whether  I  stroll  to  Sabine  tops. 
My  settled  path,  precinct  of  home, 

Or  wheel  away  to  Tibur's  slopes, 
Prreneste's  wolds,  or  Baias's  foam, 

In  all  my  sojourn,  all  my  tours, 

I  move,  I  rest,  Camoenae  !   your's. 

The  rout  upon  Philippi-plain, 

Just  o'er  my  head  the  snapping  tree. 

The  cape  of  the  Sicilian  main. 
All  ineffectual  wreak  on  me 

Permitted  to  the  sward  and  brink 

Where  ye  frequent  to  dance  and  drink. 


DESCENDS   CCELO.  1 25 

In  your  retinue  I  shall  dare 

Afloat,  mad  Bosphorus,  and  make  sport 
Of  his  poor  passion  :   void  of  care 

Shall  venture  under  your  escort, 
Afoot,  Assyria's  sanded  floor, 
The  sea-abandoned  Euxine  shore. 

You  being  pledged  to  my  return 
I'll  see  the  Briton  though  the  rites 

Of  hospitality  he  spurn, 

The  Concan,  vi^hom  a  drink  delights 

From  fetlock  sucked,  Gelonia's  grim 

Bowmen,  and  Scythian  Ister's  stream. 

The  v^eary  cohorts  first  cared  for 

In  quiet  quarters  out  of  tovi^n, 
Catisar  to  late  fatigues  of  war 

End  and  refreshment  of  his  own 
Requiring,  finds  them,  lost  to  view 
In  caves  of  Piery  with  you. 

Ye  dictate  prudence,  and  by  skill, 
Mistress  of  force,  to  aim  to  rule  : 

Your  doctrine's  triumphs  too  ye  feel. 
Proud  of  the  pupils  of  your  school, 

HIM  foremost,  over  all  supreme. 

Who  guides  the  universal  scheme, 
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Who  poises  massive  earth,  the  strife 
Allays  of  storm  and  tossing  sea, 

Controls  the  demus'  myriad  life, 
With  all  that  disembodied  be  : 

Who  made  slim  lightnino-s  scour  the  skies 

Of  Titan  muscle,  Titan  size. 

With  great  but  transient  alarm 

He  sav/  the  bulk-relying  race 
Attempt  with  agonizing  arm 

To  loosen  Pelion  from  his  base, 
That  piled  on  crushed  Olympus'  head 
Thence  heaven's  invasion  might  be  led  : 

But  what  could  Typheus,  Mimas  do, 

What  long  Porphyrion,  whose  mere  reach 

From  heel  to  crown  defiance  threw. 
What  Rhoetus,  and  in  middle  breach 

Enceladus  planting  ponderous  foot 

And  hurling  forests  trunk  and  root. 

What  each,  what  all,  in  headlong  charge. 

Against  the  single-handed  maid 
Who  flashed  the  ringing  Gorgon-targe  .' 

Her  matron  Juno  comes  to  aid, 
Hephaestus  hurries  to  Jove's  van, 
A  lame  but  eager  partisan, 
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With  him  whose  shoulders  ne'er  dismount 
Th'  eternal  bow,  his  locks  who  laves 

In  dewy  Castaly's  stainless  fount, 

Who  haunts  the  woods  that  swam  the  waves, 

The  woods  that  hang  the  Lycian  hills. 

And  Patara's  prophet  cavern  fills. 

Force  unadvised  by  it's  own  weight 
Leans  ruinous,  force  the  wise  reverse 

Of  this  is  forwarded  by  fate 
And  Jupiter  to  greater  force  : 

Force  moved  and  animated  for 

Injustice  fate  and  Jove  abhor. 

So  my  belief  and  sentence  stands. 
And  is  confirmed  by  him  of  old, 

Briareus,  of  the  hundred  hands  : 
Orion  laying  villain  hold 

On  Dian  bowed  to  virgin's  dart 

His  pride  and  insolence  of  heart. 

Heaped  upon  all  her  monstrous  births 
To  lurid  Orcus  fulmined  down. 

Interminable  grief  is  Earth's  : 
For  burning  JEtn^.  bearing  on 

Their  breast,  fast  as  her  fires  devour. 

Has  not  through-eaten  to  this  hour. 
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The  liver  ne'er  to  be  consumed 
Of  Tityos  is  not  by  the  bird 

Relinquished,  to  such  keeping  doomed 
For  that  his  lust  no  reason  heard, 

Pirithous  sighed  to  Pluto's  queen, 

And  drags  three  hundred  len2:ths  of  chain. 
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They  heard  the  pealing  overhead, 
And  but  to  one  conclusion  came, 

Our  fathers  fore  :  there  must,  they  said, 
Be  a  god-king,  and  gave  him  name  : 

Whence  handed  down  that  Jove  is  chief 

And  reigns  in  heaven  our  own  belief. 

By  portent  in  the  nether  sphere 

Faith  's  new  with  child,  and  men  will  deem 
Augustus  the  presentment  here 

Of  deity,  since  that  link  supreme 
To  empire,  bounded  now  by  Earth, 
Of  Britain  and  the  dans:erous  Parth. 
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Did  Crassus'  comrades  brook  a  base 
Consortment  conjugal  with  swart 

Barbarian  wenches  ?  Hide  the  face 
O  Curia  !   that  begetters  art 

To  sons  like  these  !   O  Manners  !  whose 

Fair  mould  they  took,  the  tale  refuse 

To  credit.     Pure  Appulian  blood 

And  Marsian  born,  for  them  !   to  put 

Sword  pike  and  helm  aside,  and  hood 
The  poll  and  case  them  to  the  foot 

In  enemies'  harness,  in  war  gear 

Of  fathers  to  their  wives,  and  wear 

On  to  be  old,  kinged  by  the  Mede, 

Forgetful  of  the  Latin  name. 
Toga,  ancilia,  and  the  seed 

In  Vesta  of  eternal  flame, 
Jove  in  no  peril  of  his  hill, 
And  Rome  on  her  foundations  still ! 

The  very  thing  presentiment 

In  Regulus  (if  it  were  not 
A  seer's  forecast  of  what  Event 

Is  in  his  smithy  forging  out 
Of  the  old  iron  of  the  Past) 
Had  bid  be  ware  of !  strong  steadfast 
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Dissentient  with  his  Never  !   No  ! 

To  foul  conditions,  to  a  law- 
Were  it  laid  down  and  sanctioned  so 

To  coming  time,  would  afterdraw 
In  it's  sick  traces  all,  unless 
The  boy-petitioners  in  duress 

To  pity  of  their  youth  appealed 

In  vain,  best  ransomed,  left  to  rot. 

Pity  ?     I  saw  your  eagles  nailed 

To  Punic  shrines,  with  slaughter  not 

Still  smoking,  bright  as  on  parade 

Reft  from  his  side  the  soldier's  blade. 

Was  't  not  more  pity  ?  to  free  back 
The  liberal  arm,  the  civic  hand 

To  writhe  distorted,  gates  to  lack 
Warder  and  bolt,  fallow  of  land 

Laid  by  our  Mars  retrieved  to  teem  ! 

Is  not  this  sooner  to  redeem  ? 

But  buy  him  off  and  he  '11  recross 
Eagered  by  holding  !   as  must  needs 

Made  bold  by  terror  !  Fiscal  loss 
Heaped  to  a  villainy.     The  weeds 

That  wrap  you,  medicate,  Tyrian-stain  them, 

And  bid  the  perished  white  regain  them  ! 
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Let  what  he  's  good  for  from  a  man, 
Of  all  men  from  the  soldier's  breast, 

Lapse,  and  recover  if  you  can  ! 
Cares  goodness  to  be  repossest 

Of  blemished  ?  not  of  bastard  kind 

Was  virtue  ever  of  that  mind  ? 

Do  not  the  dame  the  dire  affront 
So  to  conceive  of  her  !    'beseech  you 

Be  wiser  :  taken  in  the  hunt 

The  fearful  hart  shall  better  teach  you  ; 

Given  her  freedom  if  the  beast 

Stand-to  and  use  it  to  resist. 

He  will  pluck  heart,  in  conflict  fresh 
He  tread  his  Punic  keepers  down, 

Who  trusted  with  his  living  flesh. 
False  to  all  trust,  the  perjured  Town, 

Who  felt  the  dread  of  death  so  strong 

As  not  to  feel  the  stringent  thong. 

Whence  to  have  life  and  safety's  state 
Who  yet  to  learn,  confounded  fight 

With  articles,     O  shame  !   O  great 
Carthago  !  at  a  vantage  height 

Not  for  she  clomb  to  honour  well, 

But  from  it  for  Italia  fell. 
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He  had  removed,  tradition  runs, 

To  speech  o'  the  Senate  'ere  he  came, 

The  mother  to  his  infant  sons, 
A  virtuous  lady,  her  and  them. 

From  contact  w^ith  him  :  such  should  seek. 

To  put  him  v\^rong  and  make  him  weak. 

To  a  living  man  :   he  had  lost  right 
To  life,  was  past  the  wifely  kiss  : 

And  sullen  fastened  on  the  white 
Cold  flags  those  harder  looks  of  his 

When  he  had  done  :  no  higher  place 

Permitting  to  that  manly  face 

Before,  by  counsels  he  addressed, 
Left  to  maintain  them  all  alone 

The  Fathers'  vacillating  breast 
Had  rallied  tardy  to  his  own. 

And  forth  he  fared  amidst  the  grief 

Of  friends,  chiding  the  pace  an'  if 

A  moment  slack.     O  exile  rare  ! 

That  knew  what  savage  torturing  art 
For  him  is  busied  to  prepare. 

Yet  made  all  obstacle  dispart. 
That  gentler,  in  the  sanguine  tide 
Akin  to  his  and  close  allied. 
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That  honest  rougher,  throng  on  throng, 

The  commonalty,  loud  that  say 
He  shall  not  go,  and  all  along 

Plant  brawny  hindrance  in  his  way, 
With  not  another  hand  than  when, 
The  leet  at  end,  through  clientmen 

He  carved  him  passage,  making  from 
Them  and  their  weary  long  affairs 

Or  to  Venafran  fields  where  come 
The  ploughs,  and  jaded  life  repairs, 

Or  streets  Tarentine  traced  of  yore 

By  wanderers  from  Laconian  shore. 
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What  I  that  ne'er  was  married  do 
This  first  March  day  may  puzzle  you, 
Mecsenas  !  what  the  billets  charred 

Laid  to  the  sward, 

The  flowers,  untimely  vased  for  burnm^ 
The  spices  signify,  your  learning 
In  Latin  rituals  and  the  Greek 

May  be  to  seek. 
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I'll  tell  you.  It  had  been  with  me 
All  over  by  that  stroke  o'  the  tree  ! 
But  for  my  thinking  in  the  nick 

Of  time  to  speak 

To  Liber,  vowing  him  a  dish 
Of  sweetmeats  to  his  dearest  wish 
At  table  and  at  altar  throat 

Of  snowy  goat. 

To-day  the  festival  comes  off 

With  the  year  rounding,  and  will  dofF 

The  smeary  stopple  to  as  fine 

A  cask  of  wine 

As  e'er  was  made  by  cork  and  pitch 
Air-tight,  an  amphora  the  which 
Was  set  to  drink  the  smoke  with  Tullus' 
Advent  to  rule  us. 

It's  hundred  cyaths  are  to  run 
Out  to  the  occasion  every  one  : 
Help  your  saved  friend  to  waste  what  share 
Of  them  you  care. 

Prolong  his  watchful  wicks  into 
The  dawn  of  day  :  there  shall  be  no 
Hot  blood,  far  be  it !  nor  mad  noise 
To  mar  the  joys. 
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Your  fears,  good  citizen  !  dismiss 
Anent  the  City,  tidings  is 
That  Cotiso  the  Dace  and  host 

To  a  man  are  lost. 

The  Mede  no  friend  to  us,  at  odds 
Internally  we  thank  the  gods. 
To  his  own  grief  with  arms  applied 
He  's  occupied. 

There  's  Scythia  :  yes,  but  Scythia  shows 
Relaxing  symptoms  in  her  bows. 
And  from  the  country  in  dispute 

Thinks  to  draw  foot. 

Cantabrians  on  the  coast  of  Spain 
Reduced  at  last  receive  the  chain  : 
In  that  old  enemy  what  have 

We  now  ?  a  slave. 

Suffers  at  home  a  trade,  a  class  ? 

Ignoring  office,  let  it  pass  : 

There  may  be  such  a  thing  as  being 

Too  far  foreseeing : 

Spare  it.     Things  pleasant,  'fore  he  shifts. 
Take  them  and  glad,  they  are  Time's  gifts  : 
Things  serious,  leave  them  on  his  hands. 

They  're  Time's  demands. 
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AsTERiE  !  why  those  tears  ?  for  whom  ? 

For  absent  Gyges  ?  with  the  spring, 
Favonius  lending  Cupid  wing. 

Back  to  your  arms  will  Gyges  come, 
True  as  he  went,  by  lucky  prize 
Richer  of  Thynian  merchandize. 

High  into  Oricum  may  be 
By  Notus  after  Caprae  driven, 

That  bane  of  the  sidereal  heaven, 
On  chilly  pallet  lying  he 

Sees  not  without  as  moist  an  eye 

As  your's  his  sleepless  nights  go  by. 

Meanwhile  his  hostess,  youthful  fair. 
Attempts  him,  well  instructed  how. 

Sighs  in  his  ear  or  lets  him  know 

She  sighs,  condemned  to  mute  despair. 

Though  capable  to  love  her  man 

As  ardent  as  Asterie  can. 
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Her  borrowed  mouth  persists  to  urge 
What  disappointed  women  dare  : 

How  Prxtus'  queen  did  falsely  swear 
A  backward  boy  to  ruin's  verge, 

Bellerophon,  him  in  love  too  nice, 

Him  virtuous  at  too  high  a  price  : 

And  how  near  wreck  young  Peleus  came, 
When,  prudery  at  the  helm,  he  fled 

Hippolyte  by  Acastus  wed. 

The  beauty-dowered  Magnesian  dame. 

More  instances,  all  qualified 

To  turn  a  simple  heart  aside. 

She  urges  :  Gyges,  if  he  hear. 

Hears  as  Icarian  headlands  do. 
Incorruptible — hitherto. 

You,  on  your  side,  beware  that  near 
Enipeus  harbour  in  your  thought 
No  more  than  courteous  neighbour  ought. 

Although  in  gracefulness  of  seat 
And  perfect  handling  of  the  rein 

No  other  in  the  martial  plain 

With  that  young  cavalier  compete. 

And  not  another  cleave  like  him 

The  current  of  the  Tuscan  stream. 
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At  shut  of  day  secure  your  door 
Below,  and  if  a  serenade 

Complainingly  the  street  invade, 
Appear  not  at  the  second  floor. 

O  stony-bosomed  !   if  he  groan, 

Be  never  bosomed  but  in  stone. 
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Grimed  image,  tottering  temple  wall, 
Till  these  have  been  by  pains  of  thine 

Purged  from  defilement,  stayed  from  fall, 
Thou  standest,  Roman  !   in  divine 

Displeasure  :  with  thy  sires  may  be 

The  guilt,  the  atonement  lies  with  thee. 

Humbling  to  higher  in  the  skies 
Insures  thee  highest  here  below  : 

To  this  refer  thy  fortunes'  rise. 

To  this  their  constant  onward  flow  : 

Neglected  heaven  or  heaven  denied 

Plants  all  the  thorns  in  empire's  side. 
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By  auspices  unblest  our  swords 

Twice  dulled  at  edge  and  backward  rolled 
From  Pacorus  and  Monaeses'  hordes  ! 

Who  by  addition  of  the  gold 
They  spoiled  us  of,  go  brilliant  in 
The  necklace  hitherto  so  thin. 

Dace  and  Eg}'ptian,  for  his  fleets 

The  latter  formidable  held, 
The  first  our  better  by  great  feats 

Of  archery  in  the  battle-field. 
Went  near  to  put  an  end  to  Rome 
Engaged  with  anarchists  at  home. 

Rich  in  all  blame  the  centuries 

Have  carried  principal  attaint 
To  matrimonial  life,  to  ties 

Domestic  and  to  right  descent : 
Derived  from  hence  hath  flowed  and  flows 
To  full  the  stream  of  public  woes. 

Our  grown  and  marriageable  girls 
Are  dancers !  still  pretend  the  limbs' 

Formation  !  by  Ionic  whirls 

And  clasp  licentious  made  betimes 

Before  the  hardening  of  a  nail 

In  love's  anticipations  frail. 


140  DELICTA    MAJORUM. 

They  seek  adulterers  in  the  room 
Of  husbands  settled  to  their  wine, 

Not  with  election  nice  on  whom, 
When  opportunity  is  fine, 

In  haste  and  under  darkness'  shroud, 

Illicit  joys  may  be  bestowed. 

But  summoned  in  broad  day  within 
More  than  marital  guess  they  rise 

To  chapman  higgling  for  the  sin, 
Or  skipper,  the  dishonour's  price 

Defraying  lavish,  by  large  gain 

Enabled  out  of  wares  from  Spain. 

The  youth  that  of  these  mothers  came, 
It  was  not  they  baptized  our  prows 

And  dyed  our  seas  colour  of  flame 

With  Punic  blood  !  that  all  the  blows 

To  Pyrrhus',  high  Antiochus'  crest, 

And  dreadful  Hannibal's  addrest : 

But  sons  to  warrior  franklins  born. 
Who  like  their  fathers  country  bred, 

Went  out  with  them  from  early  morn 
To  tame  the  glebe  with  Sabine  spade. 

Or  hew  the  faggot,  and  at  stern 

Maternal  best  fetch  in  to  burn. 
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Till  Phoebus  changed  the  shadows'  site 
Now  on  the  hills'  far  side  stretched  out. 

Emptied  the  yokes  to  the  delight 

Of  wearied  steers,  and  brought  about 

With  every  turn  o'  his  slanting  wheel 

Man's  friendliest  hour  and  sweetest  meal. 

What  is  there  time's  injurious  course 

Has  not  been  potent  to  debase  ? 
Our  fathers,  their  forefathers'  worse. 

Begat  in  us  a  lower  race. 
True  heir  to  which  a  still  declined 
Humanity  comes  close  behind. 
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Those  glorious  days  when  you  could  see 
Something  to  like  and  love  in  me, 
Long  as  they  lasted,  and  there  came 
Preferred  to  mine  no  youthful  flame 
To  give  that  neck  his  amorous  fold 
As  fair  as  lilies  to  behold, 
I  flourished  :   Persia's  master  less. 
As  far  as  love  is  happiness. 
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Those  glorious  days  when  you  could  see 
Not  more  to  like  in  her  than  me, 
Long  as  they  lasted,  and  there  came 
No  Chloe  to  eclipse  my  flame, 
Your  Lydia  then,  a  great  renown, 
The  table-talk  all  over  town, 
I  flourished  :   Roman  Ilia  less, 
As  far  as  fame  is  happiness. 

Yes !    Thracian  Chloe  rules  me  now, 

Th'  accomplished  savage  I  avow  : 

She  sings  the  very  sweetest  airs. 

And  plays  the  harp  with  the  best  players. 

If  fate  will  let  exchanges  be. 

In  place  of  her  accepting  me, 

I'll  go,  to  spare  that  dulcet  breath, 

Without  a  tremor  to  my  death. 

With  mutual  torch  me  Calais  fires, 
He  comes  of  no  outlandish  sires. 
In  Thurium  born  the  blooming  boy 
Makes  Ornytus  a  father's  joy. 
If  fate  would  let  exchanges  be, 
In  place  of  him  accepting  me, 
I'd  go,  that  darling  life  to  save, 
Through  two  extinctions  to  my  grave. — 
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What  if  the  love  of  former  days 

To  either  heart  retrace  the  ways  ? 

If  Venus  under  yoke  of  brass 

The  necks  we  slipped  propose  to  pass  ? 

If,  spurning  Chloe's  golden  hair, 

An  impudent  intrusion  there. 

To  Lydia  open,  held  before 

Against  her,  the  repentant  door  ? 

Though  brighter  than  a  planet  he. 
You  easier  chafed  than  Adria's  sea, 
In  fancy  fluctuating  still 
As  cork  upon  the  water  will, 
With  no  one  sooner  than  with  you 
Life  and  the  world  would  I  go  through, 
With  no  one  hand  in  hand  seek  more 
Contentedly  the  silent  shore. 
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Filling  your  can  at  Tanais'  tide. 
Some  fierce  Sarmatian  hunter's  wife. 

You  could  not,  were  I  stretched  outside 
The  hut,  you  could  not  for  your  life 

But  pity  mine  or  any  wight's 

Exposure  to  those  Arctic  nights. 
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This  is  no  hyperborean  moor, 

No  Scythian  you  :  still,  Lyce  !  hark 
How  rattles  your  exterior  door  ! 

How  the  wind  whistles  through  the  park 
All  white  with  villas  !  where  it  lies 
How  crisps  the  snow  to  sparkling  skies  ! 

With  beauty  pride  comports  but  ill, 

Have  done  with  pride  :  the  gear  o'erstrained 

Snaps  and  reverses  all  the  wheel  : 
Etrurian  born.  Etrurian  trained. 

How  to  your  suitors  should  you  be 

A  cold  straightlaced  Penelope  ? 

Though  neither  prayers  nor  presents  move. 

Nor  apt  occasion  to  be  quits 
With  your  false  mate's  clandestine  love, 

Though  cheeks  from  which  the  ruddy  flits 
Before  the  violaceous  pale, 
My  perished  cheeks,  me  not  avail 

Admission,  oh  respect  my  knee  ! 

Not  to  that  ultimatum  raid 
As  oak,  not  deaf  as  serpents  be 

In  Mauritanian  deserts  bred. 
What  side  can  stand  for  evermore 
Snow-palliasse  and  stone-porchfloor  ? 
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Mercurius  !  for  it  was  from  you 
Amphion  learned  what  song  can  do, 

How  apt  the  scholar  proved 
No  need  to  say,  who  quarried  stone 
With  verse  and  built  a  noble  town 

With  mountain  music-moved, 

And  shale  of  tortoise  !  you  that  found 
For  all  the  strings  distinctive  sound, 

(And  they  were  over  six), 
That  curious  to  ascertain 
The  limits  to  your  tuneful  reign 

The  god  was  pleased  to  fix, 

Not  at  one  time  in  speaking  state, 
Nor  likely  to  ingratiate 

With  gods  and  wealthy  men, 
Now  as  the  friend  and  good  ally 
Of  both  to  feast  and  service  high 

Had  honorable  in, 
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What  numbers  say  will  force  a  stout 
Young  obstinacy  standing  out 

In  Lydc's  ears  to  yield, 
Who  like  a  filly  three  years  old 
Permitted  still  where  she  was  foaled 

The  freedom  of  the  field, 

With  no  propensity  but  play 

Fears  to  be  touched  and  bounds  away 

From  offers  to  caress, 
At  nuptial  altar  yet  to  place, 
Indeed  for  lusty  mate's  embrace 

Not  ripe,  truth  to  confess. 

The  tiger,  fiercest  sylvan  brood. 
And  with  the  tiger  all  his  wood 

You  skill  to  lead,  you  stop 
Swift  streams,  in  hell  the  porter's  hall 
Huge  Cerberus  ceded  to  the  fall 

Of  your  melodious  sop. 

Maugre  the  hundred  hissing  pests 
On  his  as  on  the  Furies'  crests. 

You  reach  that  triple  brain. 
The  stench-and-poison-breathing  lungs, 
The  blood-and-matter-trickling  tongues 

From  you  defend  in  vain. 
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Come  to  the  torments  of  the  place, 
To  Tityos,  on  his  passive  face 

Where  was  a  suffering  steeled, 
Did  you  not  dint  a  radiant  smile, 
Though  it  was  hopeless  to  beguile. 

Though  it  was  not  so  willed  ? 

Arrested  in  it's  fearful  round 

Now  to  the  vault,  now  to  the  ground. 

E'en  on  Ixion's  brow 
Did  you  not  conquer  to  your  spell 
A  look  of  joy,  of  being  well. 

That  it  might  not  allow  ? 

Suspense  enough  your  soothing  strains 
Procured  to  Danaus'  daughters'  pains 

For  all  their  urns  to  dry  : 
'Twas  not  their  story  you  repeat. 
Idle  to  them  to  make  it  sweet. 

Were  even  you  to  try  : 

No  cause  why  Lyde  should  not  hear 
What  guilt,  what  sentence  'tis  they  bear, 

To  ply  the  futile  task 
Notorious,  water  fast  as  poured 
Escaping  equal  by  the  bored 

Foundation  to  the  cask. 
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Long  with  the  moral,  fate  for  crime 
In  Orcus  even  biding  time. 

Impious  !  what  could  they  worse  ? 
That  sworn  eternal  troth  to  keep 
Could  give  their  buried  lords  in  sleep 

The  dagger-point's  divorce  ! 

One  said  her  perjured  parent  yes 
And  lying  made  untruthfulness 

To  brighten  out  of  blame  : 
O  she  deserved  to  be  a  bride  ! 
And  hymen's  torch  was  not  belied 

By  one  in  fifty's  flame. 

Them  while  their  period  of  the  years 
And  all  the  periods  after  their's 

Shall  execrate,  suppressing 
How  they  were  called,  that  maiden's  name 
All  lips  and  alphabets  shall  frame 

Faith  in  true  love  professing, 

Who  to  the  youth  that  shared  her  bed 
Cried  Up  !  or  those  thou  shouldst  not  dread 

Arrive,  long  sleep  to  give. 
My  sire  !  our  union  made  him  your's. 
My  sisters  !  secret  evildoers. 

Elude  if  you  would  live. 
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They  like  she  lions  that  have  ta'en 
A  bullock  each  and  each  have  slain 

O  heavens  !  thy  brethren  tear, 
Up !  I  have  not  their  savage  heart, 
Up  !  I  nor  act  the  butcher's  part, 

Nor  am  thy  gaoler  here. 

Me  they  w^ill  merciless  o'erlay 
With  chains  or  banish  shipped  avi^ay 

To  far  Numidian  lands 
Because  my  v^^oman's  pity  spared 
A  vi^retch  their  perfidies  ensnared, 

A  husband  in  the  hands 

Of  murderers — but  vv^ith  all  the  speed 
That  feet  can  lend,  and  here  is  need 

Of  swiftest,  hence  !  to  where 
They  and  awaiting  them  the  sails 
By  me  provided  and  the  gales 

By  me  implored  shall  bear 

Thy  fortunes  :  fly,  nor  cease  thy  flight, 
Till  Venus  favouring  and  the  night 

Thou  gain  and  cross  the  sea. 
Fly  omened  happy  !  to  repine 
At  destiny  in  one  sad  line 

Memorial  carved  to  me. 
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Not  with  love  may  luckless  maidens, 

not  with  love  disport  them,  no  ! 
Nor  to  wine  for  sweet  ablution 

of  a  girlish  sorrow  go. 
Or  that  dreadful  lash  the  lingual  ! 

that  betides  them  if  they  do, 

Laid  by  uncles  on  and  uncles' 

more  impityable  wives. 
Terrifying  the  poor  orphans 

out  of  their  unhappy  lives  : 
Yet  to  you,  neice  Neobule  ! 

'tis  the  very  thing  arrives. 

Vain  to  you  the  prohibition, 

vain  the  rod  before  your  eyes, 
When  the  boy  of  Cytherea 

down  to  your  work-table  flies, 
And  the  basket  with  the  worsteds 

plucks  away  of  various  dyes, 
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All  the  study  you  bestowed  it, 

all  the  interest  you  took 

In  the  sampler  most  elaborate 

in  Minerva's  broidery  book, 

As  he  passes  towards  the  campus 

and  you  not  forbear  to  look 

When  another  thief  runs  off  with, 

on  the  mirror  of  all  sight 

Liparean  Hebrus  flashing 

beauty  in  the  vantage  light 

Of  the  military  trappings 

and  the  youthful  period  bright. 

Boy  accomplished,  boy  on  horseback 

such  a  graceful  easy  sitter, 

In  the  reining  so  consummate, 

and  so  large  a  praise-begetter, 

As  'twere  hard  believing  e'en  Bel- 

lerophon  himself  to  better : 

Yielding  up  the  palm  to  no  one, 

whether  in  the  pace  he  goes, 

Or  the  lightning  of  his  dexter 

and  sinister-planted  blows. 

When  anointed  he  to  Tyber 

gives  to  lave  his  shoulders'  snows  ; 
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In  the  open-,  when  the  antlered 

people  in  alarm  sweep  by. 

All  the  mingled  herd  together, 

with  unerring  hand  and  eye 

To  the  haunches  best  conditioned 

skilled  to  make  the  javelin  fly  : 

In  the  choice  of  right  direction 

instantaneous  the  same. 

When  to  get  between  his  quarters 

and  the  flighty  prey  's  the  aim, 

Or  surprising  in  a  covert,  with  the 

crouching  boar  for  game. 
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O  FOR  that  more  than  crystalline 
Perfect  transparency  of  thine, 
Blandusia  !  worthy  of  these  showers 
Of  prefatory  wine  and  flowers, 
To-morrow  look  to  have  from  me 
Of  all  my  kids  the  finest  he, 
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The  nascent  bump  upon  whose  brow 
Is  making  promise  only  now 
To  give  the  callous  tokens  light 
Expressing  him  for  love  and  fight, 
In  vain  :  for  though  derived  from  stock 
The  wantonest  in  all  the  flock, 
He  must  resign  his  fires,  his  games, 
My  Naiad  !  for  thy  frigid  claims. 
In  Venus'  lieu,  in  lieu  of  strife. 
Must  tincture  thee  with  ruby  life. 
The  dogstar's  most  outrageous  hour 
Knows  to  respect  Blandusia's  bower, 
Knows  still  to  leave  to  vagrant  kine 
That  amiable  cold  of  thine. 
To  steers  that  tired  from  plough  return, 
The  sunless  flavour  of  thine  urn. 
Sweet  source !  thou  too  shalt  into  count 
Henceforward  with  the  noblest  fount 
In  virtue  of  my  note  of  thee 
And  that  dependent  ilex-tree 
Fantastic  planted  on  the  steep 
Thy  lymph  loquacious  loves  to  leap. 
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A  SHORT  and  anxious  while  ago 
Said  in  encounter  with  the  foe 
At  mortal  peril  to  have  sought 

The  laurel  bought, 

O  citizens  !   Caesar,  as  of  yore 

Greek  Hercles  from  the  Spanish  shore, 

The  purchase  ported  round  his  brow, 

Comes  seeking  now 

His  household  gods.      Her  only  mate 
Happy  in  him,  to  meet  the  great 
Renown  he  brings  to  peaceful  life 

Go  forth  his  wife, 

His  sister  follow,  after  whom 
With  suppliant  wreaths  adorned  let  come 
The  mothers  to  the  maids  that  two 
And  two  ensue 

Whose  manly  kinsmen  in  their  traits 
Reflected  from  the  wars  last  days 
With  life  by  feats  of  valour  earned 

Kind  fate  returned. 
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Place  for  procession  !  girls  and  boys, 
As  wedded  and  maternal  joys 
You  hope  for,  words  of  not  a  fair 
Augury  spare. 

This  day,  a  universal  one 
Of  joy,  but  to  my  father's  son 
So  with  a  specialty,  shall  fine 

This  breast  of  mine 

From  cloudy  care  :  nor  tumult  I, 
Nor  forcefully,  unjudged,  to  die, 
From  now  that  Caesar  holds  the  sphere 
Shall  have  to  fear. 

Ho  there  !  one  of  you  scour  the  town 
For  fragrant  oil  and  drinking-crown. 
And,  memory  of  the  Marsic  war, 
A  juicy  jar, 

If  any  wondrously  bestowed 
Escaped  the  Spartacan  inroad, 
A  thirst  so  vagrant  and  so  shrewd 
Wise  to  elude. 

Another  to  Neaera's  go, 
Not  of  a  pipe  in  speaking  low. 
And  haste  her  here  :  no  need  to  care 
Long  to  prepare. 
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Her  tresses  from  disorder  brought 
By  one  extemporaneous  knot 
And  glossed  with  just  a  dash  of  myrrh 
Will  furnish  her. 

If  to  the  shell  shuts  up  this  pearl 
The  porter,  for  the  man's  a  churl, 
Thrust  his  rough  office  in  the  way 
To  your  delay, 

Begone  at  once  :  embroil  me  no 
Embroilment  there  :  inceptive  show 
Of  now  and  then  in  turning  head 

The  silvery  thread, 


A  little  from  the  spirit  strikes 
That  jumped  at  such  occasion's  likes 
To  prove  upon  a  lady's  count 

How  it  could  mount. 

Not  so  I  brought  myself  to  bear 
In  my  hot  youth  in  Plancus'  year 
With  life  from  golden  twenty-five 
All  to  derive. 
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Ibycus'  the  goodman's,  wife 

Fix  at  length  when  you  will  close 

The  disorders  of  a  life, 

When  from  infamy  repose. 

All  the  winters  you  have  seen 

Ought  admonish  you  your  shroud, 

Not  to  frolic  with  sixteen, 

Not  besprinkle  stars  with  cloud. 

Pholoe  may,  but  Chloris,  you  ! 

Storm  a  handsome  stripling's  door, 
Like  a  bacchanal  to  view. 

Frantic  with  the  mad  tambour  : 

If  she  wanton  like  a  kid. 

Urgency  excuses  her, 
Into  Pholoe's  veins  is  slid 

Nothus,  the  young  cavalier. 

Better  fitted  to  thy  years. 

To  thy  hand  with  tremors  full. 

Richest  trimmings  of  the  shears. 
Flock  of  soft  Lucerian  wool. 
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Than  the  lute  in  amorous  strain, 
Than  the  rose  in  purple  hoop, 

Than  the  goblet  and  the  drain 
Of  the  last  inverted  stoop. 
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A  TURRET  beaten  out  of  brass 
Where  Danae's  night-seclusions  pass, 
Compacted  doors  of  oaken  logs 
And  drear  outlying  watch  of  dogs, 
Might  well  have  done  precaution's  work 
Against  love-visits  after  dark, 
But  that  Acrisius'  fearful  care 
For  the  safe  keeping  of  his  fair 
Made  Venus  mock,  and  Jove  to  smile, 
Seeing  access  would  all  the  while 
Be  patent  and  secure  the  road. 
By  changing  into  gold  the  god. 
Through  anteroom  and  guards  between 
Gold  knows  to  take  his  party  in, 
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Gold  penetrates  beyond  the  dint 
Of  lightning  to  the  core  of  flint. 
In  ruin  sank  for  no  more  gold 
Than  may  a  lady's  wrist  enfold 
That  Argive  augur's  house,  the  wall 
Of  Thebes  before,  in  fate's  pitfall. 
The  Macedonian  man  to  rift 
A  city-gate  wedged  in  a  gift, 
And  asked  no  more  laborious  thing 
To  undermine  a  rival  king. 
Navies  have  sailed  into  the  trap 
Laid  with  a  gift  in  ocean's  lap  : 
An  admiral's  ungentle  clay 
Was  tampered  with,  and  led  the  way. 
Cares  keep  an  even  pace  with  gains, 
Acquiring  breed  preserving  pains. 
Redundant  having  makes  to  crave 

Yet  more  redundantly  to  have. 

Mecaenas  !  of  equestrian  race 

And  constant  to  equestrian  place 

Say  is  not  mine  a  wholesome  dread 

Of  lifting  a  conspicuous  head  ? 

Most  pressed  with  bounties  from  the  skies 

Is  he  who  most  to  self  denies. 

I  'm  a  deserter  from  the  party 

Of  large  possession :  true  and  hearty, 
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Though  singular,  in  inclination 
Not  to  improve  my  situation, 
But  be  received  to  the  camp-fire 
Of  foes  declared  to  all  desire  : 
Subsisting  in  more  splendid  wise 
On  substance  splendour  would  despise, 
Than  were  I  said  from  year  to  year 
To  magazines  of  mine  to  clear 
Away  whate'er  rewards  the  pains 
At  plough  of  all  Apulia's  swains, 
Amidst  vast  wealth  a  pauper,  pelf 
At  contradiction  with  itself. 
Pure  running  water  never  spent, 
Wood,  some  few  acres  in  extent, 
A  patch  of  good  stiff  land  for  wheat 
I  never  was  deceived  in  yet, 
Afric's  proconsulate,  all  its  blaze, 
And  all  the  fertile  breadths  it  sways, 
Does  not  amount  to  such  a  share 
Of  happiness  as  I  have  here. 
What  though  Calabria's  busy  bee 
Collect  no  flowery  toll  for  me. 
No  jars  of  Laestrygonia  tame 
Too  fiery  Bacchus  of  his  flame, 
No  fleeces  to  portentous  grow 
In  Gallic  pasture  lands  of  Po, 
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Yet  poverty  is  not  my  state, 
i  know  no  wants  importunate, 
And  more,  if  more  I  would  receive, 
My  friend  would  please  himself  to  give. 
With  wishes  into  few  comprest 
What  little  comes  into  my  chest 
Goes  farther,  and  extend  this  way 
My  means  to  live  and  means  to  pay 
Better,  than  were,  this  bridle  gone. 
The  realms  of  Halyattus'  son, 
Continued  through  the  plains  confine 
Of  Mygdon,  in  revenue  mine. 
"Worlds  of  petitions  he  who  brings 
Must  lack  a  world  of  asked-for  things  : 
Out  of  the  frugal  hand  of  heaven 
He's  well  to  whom  enough  is  given. 
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^^Lius  !  whose  honors  born  are  claimed 
From  Lamus  at  time's  fountain-head— 

That  Lamus  all  the  Lamias  named 
The  chronicles  as  one  have  said — 

II 
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Whose  veins  transmit  that  chieftain's  blood 
Far  lord  in  castled  Formian  hold 

Along  both  sides  of  Liris'  flood 
Before  to  low  Marica  rolled, 

To-morrow  or  longasval  crow, 

High  augury  of  wet,  misleads, 
Strong  eastern  wind  is  sure  to  strow 

The  glade  with  leaf,  the  shore  with  weeds. 

In  with  the  logs  then  all  unslaked 

From  where  they  keep  their  forest-bed, 

And  see  them  providently  stacked 
Against  the  cold  in  fuel-shed. 

With  new-made  wine  and  pig  of  size 
Though  not  exceeding  two  months  old 

To-morrow  there's  the  sacrifice 
Your  guardian  spirit  asks,  to  hold  : 

Which  offered,  as  the  weather  wears 

Enjoyment  be  your  only  cue, 
The  while  the  household's  left  to  their's, 

With  roasted  pork  and  naught  to  do. 
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Faunus  !  whose  ardent  courtesies 
The  nymphs  be  fain  to  fly, 

In  all  my  bounds  the  sunny  leas 
Visit  benignantly, 

And  when  you  quit,  leave  on  the  flock 

A  benison,  leave  on  all  the  stock, 

If  at  your  altar  never  fail 

My  yearling  goat  to  fall, 
If  censers  lavishly  exhale, 

And  ample  bowls  withal 
To  Venus,  partner  in  the  shrine, 
Brim  with  the  customary  wine. 

Oft  as  December's  nones  bring  round 

To  you  the  sacred  day. 
Cattle  on  every  pasture-ground 

Keep  it  in  wanton  play, 
The  village  jaunts  along  the  mead, 
The  self-disposing  oxen  feed  : 
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Wolves,  when  the  mirth  elsewhere's  asleep. 

Take  up  the  sportive  role 
And  to  the  quarters  of  the  sheep 

Come  for  a  midnight  stroll, 
With  whom  your  holiday  of  the  fold 
Is  to  be  unconcerned  and  bold. 

The  woods  that  saved  their  leafy  store 

In  spite  of  shaking  stem. 
From  sylva  on  another  shore 

Till  you  should  back  to  them, 
Now  strew  in  showers  of  gold  and  red 
Their  honours  to  your  path  and  bed. 

Lightened  by  you  the  ditcher's  foot, 

No  trifling  weight  to  move. 
Lifts  and  descends  three  times  in  suit  : 

Bearing  the  soil  no  love. 
In  payment  of  his  annual  grudge 
Pounds  on  it  the  delighted  drudge. 
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How  distant  you  narrate 

Inachus'  date 
From  Codrus  not  afeard 

When  death's  to  beard 
For  native  land.     You  trace 

iEacus'  race, 
Beneath  the  sacred  wall 

Of  Ilium  all 
The  wars,  how  brought  about. 

And  how  fought  out : 
But  what  the  common  purse 

Is  to  disburse 
For  the  next  Chian  tub  : 

Which  of  the  Club 
To  bathe  us  will  provide 

The  tepid  tide. 
And  which  the  house  to  hold : 

And  when  of  cold 
Pelignum,  thither  bid, 

I'm  to  be  rid. 
Upon  these  points  you're  hard 

Of  a  single  word. 
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Full  goblets  boy  !  to  the  Moon 

And  to  night's  Noon 
And  to  Muraena  maugre 

The  solemn  augur. 
Good.     Now  to  mixing  see 

Others  for  three 
Commodious  and  for  nine 

Cyaths  of  wine. 
Who  loves  th'  uneven  Muses 

Astonied  chooses 
Three  taken  thrice  :  three  single, 

Afraid  to  mingle 
Quarrel  with  drink,  the  Grace 

And  naked  brace 
Of  sisters  have  decreed 

Not  to  exceed. 
My  head  !    I  mean  to-night 

To  wear  you  light. 
Berecynthian  flutes  !  the  gales 

From  you  what  ails  ? 
The  lyre,  why  hangs  it  ?  why 

The  pipe's  shrill  cry  ? 
I  hate  the  hands  that  spare  : 
More  roses  there  ! 
Let  Lycus  hear  the  roar, 

With  her  next  door 
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Ill-sorted  to  the  years 

That  Lycus  bears  : 
They  envy  us,  the  two. 

All  that  we  do. 
Telephus  !  you  who  pair 

In  bright  thick  hair 
With  Vesper,  evening's  joy, 

Resplendent  boy  ! 
Chloe  in  all  her  charms 

Flies  to  your  arms. 
My  Glycera's  loves  and  mine 

Not  so  entwine  : 
Broached  to  her  fires  I  turn. 

And  brown  and  burn. 
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Perceive  you  with  what  peril  hung 
Your  enterprise  to  rob  the  young 

Of  a  Gaetulian  lair  ? 
If  not,  at  the  she-inmate's  grin 
Your  courage,  Pyrrhus,  may  give  in, 

Your  rapine's  itch  forbear. 
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When  through  Nearchus'  youthful  guard 
(To  him  how  plain  !)  his  mistress  hard 

Contends  for  re-possession, 
No  easy  contest  must  ensue 
And  question,  if  to  her  or  you, 

Of  the  bright  booty's  cession. 

You  draw  an  arrow  to  the  head, 
She  sharpens  each  incisor  dread, 

Nearchus'  naked  foot. 
He  lays  it  in  the  battle's  calm 
Arbitrement  upon  the  palm 

(I  but  repeat  the  bruit) 

The  while  his  shoulders  bare  of  all 
But  curls  that  soft  to  either  fall 

Receive  the  fanning  breeze. 
So  Nireus  stood  and  the  boy  stood 
Whom  Ida  parent  of  the  flood 

Beheld  Jove's  eagle  seize. 
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When  Manlius  filled  the  consul's  chair 
O  framed  with  me  !  if  mad  amours, 

If  quarrel,  Cask  !  if  plaints  you  bear 

Within  those  hoops  and  staves  of  your's. 

Or  natured  only  kind,  result 

In  ease  to  slumbers  difficult, 

Massic  you  keep — on  happy  day 

Deserving  to  be  moved — and  must 
Be  mellow^ish,  adjunct  of  grey, 
With  all  that  age — and  so  be  just — 
Whatever  else — down  then — the  juice 
Corvinus  pledged  me  to  produce. 

Though  in  Socratic  talk  imbued 

He'll  not  be  guilty  of  a  rigid 
Neglect  of  you  :  e'en  Cato  could, 

Oldworld  morality,  lose  the  frigid. 
Not  seldom  by  a  genial  cup 
Said  to  have  got  a  warmingup. 
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To  tempers  crabbed,  to  locked  and  barred, 

A  gentle  battery  you  apply. 
Of  cares  and  counsels  under  guard 

Of  secrecy  that  wisemen  try 
To  keep  you  from,  Lyaeus  good 
Enjoys  to  see  you  lift  the  hood. 

To  anxious  spirits  hope  returns. 
To  flagging,  vigour,  by  your  aid. 

To  poverty  which  clapping  horns. 
Of  kings  and  guards  she's  not  afraid, 

What  their  imposing  tops  may  carry, 

Their  sides  and  shoulders  military. 

You,  right  entreated  to  their  places 
Liber  and  Venus  shall  make  out 

And  loth  to  loosen  bond  the  Graces 
Till  Phoebus  puts  the  stars  to  rout. 

And  lamp  and  candle  live  though  wan 

Cry  us  good  night  not  'fore  'tis  gone. 
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O  THOU  who  keep'st  hilltop  and  wood 
And  unrepented  maidenhood, 
(^■1^  Yes  listest  kind  the  quean 

-^  That  calls,  three  times  that  calls,  in  throes 

Which  thou  forfend'st  a  mortal  close, 
Goddess  of  triple  mien  ! 

A  pine  above  my  mansion  towers, 
Permit  that  I  declare  it  your's, 

And  every  fiftieth  week 
Bleed  a  boar-pig  beneath  its  shade 
Who  save  in  purpose  has  not  made 

His  trial  stroke  oblique. 
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With  either  hand  to  heaven  uplift 
Just  when  the  moon  begins  to  horn. 

If  Phidile  bring  her  punctual  gift 
Of  frankincense,  of  this  year's  corn. 

Of  a  young  greedy  sow,  withal 

To  soothe  the  deities  of  the  hall  •. 
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Her  pregnant  vine  no  breath  shall  rot 
Predicted  by  the  southing  vane, 

Her  wheat  exempt  from  rust  shall  not 
Miscarry  of  the  earing  grain, 

The  hopes  she  nurses  at  her  breast 

Not  wither  to  autumnal  pest. 

Cattle  in  oak  and  ilex  glades 

Of  snow-capped  Algidus  that  feed, 

Or  pick  from  Alba's  juicy  blades 
The  bulk  auguster  altars  need, 

These  with  gashed  neck  and  spouting  vein 

Pontifical  axe-edges  stain : 

And  what  is  Phidile's  part  in  these  ? 

Or  what  concern  hath  she  to  bribe 
Intempled  high  divinities 

By  havoc  of  the  woolly  tribe  ? 
With  rosemary  and  with  myrtle  tied 
Her  lowly  shrine  is  satisfied  : 

And  Phidile  knows  'tis  to  the  hand 
Forth  to  their  altars  stainless  held 

That  household  deities  are  bland, 

And  blander  were  not  though  it  felled 

Huge  victims  :   they  excuse  default 

Of  meat  for  meal  and  crackling  salt. 
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More  than  the  Indies  rich 
Or  Araby  of  our  arms  intact, 

Though  you  take  up  the  beach 
Appulian  and  the  Tuscan  tract 

Of  shore  with  building-stone, 
Necessity  let  her  but  pin 

Your  cranium  direly  down 
To  limbo  with  her  adamantine 

Spikenails,  medoubts  you  get 
Your  mind  from  terror  free  or  er'e 

Your  scull  is  in  her  net, 
Or  extricate  it  being  there. 

The  Scythian  on  his  plains 
Lives  by  a  better  rule  than  we 

Who  builds  upon  his  wains 
And  sleeps  upon  his  axle-tree, 

Abides  not  hedge  and  gate 
And  property  in  nature's  boon, 

Nor  e'en  to  cultivate 
Engages  over  the  twelfth  moon  : 

His  spell  of  labour  o'er 
Comes  his  discharge,  and  in  his  place 
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Allotted  successor 
On  the  like  terms  for  the  like  space. 

Woman  is  guiltless  there, 
Her  jealous  hands  from  orphan  lite 

Of  the  first  bed  forbear, 
Nor  on  the  strength  of  dower  does  wife 

Rule  man,  or  bring  her  soul 
To  think  that  pelf  excuses  her 

To  play  him  false  and  foul 
In  th'  arms  of  an  adulterer. 

Dower  there  is  goodness  in 
The  parents,  chastity  allying 

Faster  than  contract,  sin 
Against  it  being  priced  at  dying. 

O  !  if  we  had  but  one 
To  undertake  to  quell  the  feuds 

Have  brought  our  census  down, 
And  purge  that  madness  from  our  bloods  ! 

O  if  there  be  a  breast 
Moveable  by  the  ambition  rather 

To  be  inscribed  the  best 
Of  benefactors.  Public  Father, 

Father  of  Rome,  of  all 
The  Italian  cities,  let  him  dare 

To  ofFer  the  headstall 
To  Licence,  long  unmastered  here, 
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And  take  his  posthumous  praises, 
Earlier  he  need  not  hope  to  have, 

The  hate  that  virtue  raises 
Drops  only  into  virtue's  grave. 

What's  satire  and  outcry 
Unless  to  fault  be  instant  laid 

The  knife  of  penalty  ? 
And  lavi^s,  if  they  be  not  displayed 

In  manners,  if  a  mere 
Dead  letter,  unto  M^hat  serve  they  ? 

If  nor  that  part  of  the  sphere 
Included  to  the  tropic  ray, 

Nor  that  side  o'  the  round 
Confine  to  Boreas  where  the  broad 

Snows  hardened  to  the  ground 
Are  all  the  metal  to  the  road,  ---^ 

Bar  traffic  !   if  at  sea 
No  difficulties  overcome 

Adventure  ?  Poverty 
Regarded  as  opprobrium 

Determines  to  endure 
Any  indignities  and  do  : 

Not  to  be  shameful  poor 
We  let  the  hand  of  virtue  go. 

The  way  she  shows  to  climb 
To  wealth  so  lonely  is,  and  so 
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Belates  the  golden  time. 
To  the  Capitol !    to'  the  Capitol  ho  ! 

With  all  our  gems,  and  there — 
Hark  how  the  multitude  approves  ! 

The  jewels  from  our  hair 
Let  's  leave  to  shine  in  only  Jove's. 

All  our  unuseful  gold — 
Hark  what  a  shout  approves  again  ! 

To  Neptune  be  it  rolled 
For  source  and  sum  of  all  our  pain. 

if  we  repent  indeed, 
The  elements  to  cupidity 

'Tis  paramount  to  weed.^ 
And  temper  minds  too  tender  by 

Much  rougher  discipline. 
Our  young  patricians  have  no  seat 

On  horseback,  and  decline 
The  chase  :  at  quoiting  more  complete, 

Or  if  you  choose,  at  dice 
Unlawful ;  while  their  father's  good 

Parental  avarice. 
To  have  them  hastily  endued 

With  fortune,  cheats  a  guest. 
Partner,  or  friend.      Ill-gotten  store 

Grows,  'tis  a  thing  confest. 
But  never  to  content  the  a;rower. 
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Let  omen  of  a  pregnant  hound, 
Screech-owl,  Lanuvium's  hilly  bound 
She-wolf  downcoursing  hunger-stung, 
Or  fox  with  young. 

Whenever  impious  people  make 
A  journey  preface  it,  or  snake 
At  the  first  turning  of  the  tire 

From  road-side  brier 

Break  off,  obliquely  glancing  thwart 
The  frightened  ponies  like  a  dart. 
Have  I  an  interest  to  find 

The  weather's  mind. 

Disquieted  because  of  some 
Dear  friend  upon  the  move  from  home  ? 
I'll  pray  to  rouse  from  eastern  heaven 
A  singing  raven. 

If  only  prior  watched  to  when 
He  circling  wings  the  stagnant  fen 
In  case  of  coming  wet  a  bird 
All  say  inspired. 
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Go  Galatea  where  she  will 
And  only  fair  befall  her  still 
So  that  she  lives  where  she  shall  be 
Mindful  of  me. 

With  which  assurance  if  you  start, 
I'll  calm  the  murmurings  at  my  heart, 
Nor  wish  stray  rook  and  left-hand  jay 
To  scream  you  Naj^  ! 

Nor  ominous  Orion  prone 
By  banks  of  clouds  to  be  mobbed  down. 
Yet  now  you  see  the  clouds  him  urge 
So  to  the  verge. 

What  the  Gulf  is  with  night  for  pall 
I've  my  own  knowledge,  and  withal 
How  ill  liipyx  can  behave 

On  Adria's  wave, 

Whose  tumbling  blind  at  Auster's  rise. 
Feel  it  invading  enemies  ! 
Feel  it  their  wives  and  girls  and  boys  ! 
Feel  it  the  hoys  ! 

The  hurly-burly  of  the  black- 
Stained  water,  and  the  trembling  back 
Beneath  its  lashings  of  the  strand 
On  every  hand  ! 
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You  're  not  afraid  ?     Europe  just 
As  valiant  gave  the  Bull  in  trust 
(To  be  betrayed)  her  snovi^y  side, 
But  felt  the  tide 

Ebb  from  her  cheek  when  in  the  broad 
And  middle  stages  of  the  -fraud 
She  saw  the  monstrous  spawn  marine 
People  the  green. 

She  that  no  passion  yet  had  known 
But  flowers  and  meadows,  of  a  crown 
Due  to  the  nymphs  unfevered  fair 
Artificer, 

Sees  nothing  now  upon  the  march 
But  overhead  bespangled  arch 
And  underneath  by  murk  revealed 
Wide  watery  field. 

At  the  dire  navigation's  bound 
Touching  at  last  on  Cretan  ground, 
(Night  hid  the  hundred  towns  that  pile 
The  potent  isle) 

Father  !   she  cried  :  and  O  !   by  me 
The  nearest  holiest  degree 
Of  kindred  trifled  parted  with 
Across  the  frith. 
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With  every  duty,  every  claim 
Annexed  by  nature  to  the  name 
Of  daughter,  O  whence  have  I  gone  ? 
To  what  go  on. 

By  fury  conquered  ?     Death  alone, 
Not  one,  but  various,  can  atone. 
And  how  imperfect  after  all. 

For  woman's  fall. 

Am  I  awake  ?  is  the  bad  act 

These  tears  are  streaming  for,  a  fact  ? 

Or  did  a  shape  fantastic  false 

From  shadowy  halls 

Through  ivory  gate  escaping  meet 
A  dream,  and  both  play  off"  the  cheat 
Upon  me  of  a  state  I  am 

Not  in,  of  blame  f 

To  cull  fresh  flowers  or  traverse  at 
The  length  we  did  a  pool  like  that  ! 
Which  was  the  better  time  ?      O  how 
Would  I  treat  now 

Those  horns  so  late  my  love,  my  heaven, 
Into  these  arms  were  they  new  given  ? 
How  hack  them,  knife  in  hand,  piecemeal 
Or,  lacking  steel, 


IMPIOS    PARRiE. 

With  all  my  woman's  strength  essay 
In  fragments  at  my  feet  to  lay  ! 
My  woman's  strength  ?     O  impudence  ! 
My  woman's  sense 

Where  was  it,  when  I  left  our  gods  ? 
Where  is  it,  when  of  all  the  roads 
To  Orcus  spirit  I  have  none 

To  choose  me  one  ? 

Were  there  an  ear  for  me  above 
I'd  supplicate  :   For  pity's  love. 
Alone,  upon  the  savage  beach 

I've  lived  to  reach, 

Let  me  be  helpless  made  to  stray 
In  stalking  hungry  lions'  way  ! 
'Ere  leanness  seize  on  this  plump  cheek, 
The  doom  I  seek 

Is  to  be  tigers'  instant  food. 
With  youth  entire  and  beauty  good. 
And  juice  to  lubricate  the  meal. 
Within  me  still, 

Europe  vile  !   beyond  the  surge, 
Methinks  I  hear  my  father  urge, 
Europe  !   shillishallying  why 

Thus  long  to  die. 
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When  you  may  hurt,  from  yonder  ash 
Dependent  by  your  virgin  sash 
(Though  abrogated  else,  of  use 
Still  for  a  noose 

It  followed  fortunate)  your  neck, 
Or  liking  more  the  mountain  peak 
And  to  be  spitted  on  the  death 

Acute  beneath, 

• 

Plunge,  and  have  done  with  it :  why  fear 
Confiding  that  to  stormy  air 
You  did  to  sea  ?  unless  you  mean, 
A  pirate's  quean, 

Or  passed  to  some  barbarian  wife. 
To  wear  a  king-descended  life, 
Base  menial  offices  about, 

To  the  dregs  out. 

While  thus  she  poured  her  plaintive  mind. 
Two  traitor  laughs  pealed  out  behind, 
'Twas  Venus  and  her  boy,  his  bow 
Relaxed  for  now. 

Anon  soon  as  the  merry  twain 
Had  squandered  all  the  bantering  vein. 
How  you  indulge  resentment  here 
Pray  have  a  care, 
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Quoth  Venus,  and  before  to  arm 
For  such  a  strife,  however  warm 
Think  twice,  when  odious  Bull  brings  back 
The  horns  to  hack. 

Sweet !   you  are  wife  and  do  not  know 
To  Jove  !  that  He'll  unconquered  go 
Whoever  comes  to  take  him  on 

Is  a  thing  foregone. 

Have  done  with  sobbing,  learn  to  bear 
Great  fortune  well,  of  parts  a  pair 
Compose  the  globe,  and  one  of  them 
Receives  your  name. 
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Whither  away  with  me, 
lacchus  !  overflowing  full  of  thee  ? 

Into  what  groves,  what  hollow 
Rocks,  by  thine  access  whirled  thee  must  I  follow  ? 

Across  what  earth  new-riven 
Shall  from  the  tripod  mystic  sounds  be  given 
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To  my  mad  bosom  heaving 
With  vision  of  the  jubilant  heaven  receiving 

Augustus'  orb  divine 
Amidst  the  starred  eternities  to  shine, 

And  highest  Jove's  divan 
Unfolding  to  the  incomparable  Man  ! 

Hark  to  my  wildly-poured 
Diction  unwrit  and  harmonies  never  scored  ! 

So  mak'st  thou  vocal  him 
Who  never  sleeps,  Evias  :   for  aye  in  limb 

Convulsed  !   for  aye  in  look 
Aghast  !  who  terror-striking,  terror  strook, 

From  Rhodope's  dizzy  brow 
Gazes  entranced  on  Hsmus'  filmy  flow, 

And  the  white  tracts  snow-spread 
Of  Thrace,  far  vestiged  by  barbarian  tread  ! 

Amazed  at  all  the  wood 
And  steep  (how  hushed  !  of  all  but  thee  how  nude  !' 

With  soul  and  step  distraught 
J  roam,  at  each  remove  new  wonders  taught. 

O  thou,  of  Naiads  lord 
And  bacchanals  that  out  of  the  green  sward 

And  mountain-clefts  do  tear 
The  tall  straight  ash  and  launch  it  long  in  air, 

How  should  I  after  thee 
Imbibed  sing  small  or  low  or  humanly  ? 
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To  set  my  foot  in  print 
Of  thine,  Lenaeus  !  oh,  what  sweetness  in  't, 

And  ah  !  what  peril  is  ! 
A  mortal 's  in  a  great  divinity's  ! 

To  have  my  temples  bound 
With  pampine  green  e'en  as  thyself  art  crowned ! 


VIXI   PUELLIS. 

O'  my  life  I  gave  the  girls  their  share, 
And  was  adjudged  a  good  recruit, 

And  made  some  figure  in  the  war  : 
Here  are  my  arms,  and  here  my  lute, 

Suspend  me  them  at  Venus'  door  : 

My  term  is  up,  their  service  o'er. 

Of  the  four  walls  which  here  enclose 
Thee,  daughter  of  the  foamy  brine. 

This  to  thy  left  sees  me  depose 

Quiver  and  arrows,  yew  and  twine. 

Crowbar  and  torch,  which  lit  the  way 

Or  forced  it,  to  the  fair  at  bay. 
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More  partial  to  the  sunny  smile 

Of  Cyprus  where  no  snows  remain, 

Here  come  from  thy  congenial  isle, 
Here  Chloe  cold  declines  thy  reign  : 

Touch  her  with  mild  corrective  wand, 

Once  touch  her  prithee,  not  beyond. 
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What  do  I  think  the  most  approved  good  way 

Of  keeping  Neptune's  day  ? 
Out,  Lyde  !  with — I  see  no  better  plan — 

That  hoarded  Caecuban. 
If  prudence  strong  entrenched  demur,  be  firm 

And  carry  her  by  storm. 
Noon  you  perceive  inclines,  and  yet  your  hand, 

As  if  swift  day  did  stand. 
No  motion  makes  that  amphora  to  stir 

Which  has  been  idling  there 
From  since  it's  scarce  decipherable  date 

Of  Bibulus'  consulate. 
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To  which,  the  while  'tis  drinking,  voice  and  lute 

Nor  mine  nor  your's  be  mute. 
My  Neptune  to  your  Nereids  shall  be  sung, 

Their  hair  with  green  weeds  hung. 
Some  duteous  sounds  to  her,  whose  Paphos  is, 

Whose  all  the  Cyclades, 
To  visit  which  she  harnesses  a  swan 

To  downy  mate  joined  on. 
We'll  next  concert.     Latona,  Dian's  dart, 

Falling  to  your  sole  part, 
Conclude  the  whole.     No.     As  in  serenade 

To  these  you  will  have  played 
Day's  relics  out,  a  few  sad  notes  to  Night 

Will  be  no  more  than  right. 
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Wine  well  matured  and  as  'twas  shut 
So  still  remaining  in  the  wood, 

Roses,  and  out  of  balan-nut 

Oils  that  for  your  sole  head  exude, 

Mecaenas  !  wait  the  hour  that  brings 

My  roof  the  blood  of  Tuscan  kings.   ■ 
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Snatch  yourself,  prithee,  from  delays, 

Your  contemplation  tear  away 
From  humid  Tibur,  and  your  gaze 

From  the  green  slopes  of  ^sula 
Where  erst  Telegonus  strove  to  hide 
The  horrors  of  the  parricide. 

Those  too  abundant  tables  fly 
Where  appetite  is  sick  or  proud, 

Forsake  the  piles  so  storied  high 

They  seem  aggressive  on  the  cloud. 

Give  up  admiring  nothing  more 

Than  Rome,  her  riches,  reek,  and  roar. 

Most  wealthy  people  like  a  change. 

One  or  two  plain  good  things  to  dine  on 

Served  with  the  neatness  of  the  grange. 
Omitting  purple  to  recline  on 

And  tapestry,  have  afore  now 

Contrived  to  smooth  an  anxious  brow. 

Now  Cepheus'  doubtful  fires  are  plain. 
Father  to  Perseus'  ^thiop  bride. 

Now  the  mad  lion's  streaming  mane. 
And  Procyon,  redden  all  our  side 

Of  heaven  :   days  now  brought  back  by  Sol, 

Be  thirsty  days  with  tongues  that  loll. 
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In  shade  the  fainting  flocks  are  placed, 
For  sultriness  to  fount  or  stream 

Hie  shepherds,  or  to  interlaced 

Small  coppice-wood  where  hideth  him 

Uncouth  Sylvanus,  e'en  the  shore 

Stirs  with  no  straggling  air's  breath  more  : 

And  yet  you  must  in  all  this  flare 

Watch  foreign  policy,  and  what 
The  capital  of  Cyrus'  heir, 

Bactra,  or  Tartar-hordes  may  plot. 
On  Tanais  if  dissensions  arm 
You  must  be  taking  the  alarm. 

God's  province  are  the  things  to  be. 
My  friend  !   he  plunges  deep  in  night 

Eventualities,  to  see 

Where  we've  no  speculative  right 

The  straining  of  our  anxious  balls 

Makes  mirth  e'en  in  heaven's  solemn  halls. 

The  present,  settle  it  as  best 

Good  temper  can,  all  else  will  on 

The  river's  manner,  with  smooth  breast 
Now  gliding  continently  down 

Midchannel  to  Etrurian  main, 

Big-swollen  now  with  torrent  rain, 
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Eruptive,  tumbling  into  one 

Bullock  and  stall,  the  pen  and  penned, 
Cotter  and  cot,  disbedded  stone. 

Trees  ravished  by  the  rooted  end, 
Not  w^ithout  clamour  from  the  pine- 
Woods  near  and  distant  Apennine. 

He  master  of  himself  will  live, 
He  jocund,  who  as  every  day 

Forsakes  him  has  adieus  to  give 
Of  satisfaction  and  can  say 

I've  used  it :   for  to  morrow,  let 

Jove  occupy  with  sun  or  sleet. 

As  him  shall  please,  th'  ethereal  vast  : 
But  to  disturb  what  skies  have  been, 

Unratify  whate'er  is  past, 

This  he  may  not  :  nor  is  it  in 

His  charter  to  undo  a  thing 

Once  parted  on  the  moment's  wing. 

Aye  busy  giving  pain,  the  task 
She  loves,  and  pertinacious  still 

To  put  some  pride-offending  masque 
Upon  the  stage,  Fortuna  will 

Shift  honours  ;  never  in  a  mind  ; 

To  you,  to  me  uncertain  kind. 
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Stops  she  contented  ?  she  is  good 
My  mistress  :  do  her  wings  expand, 

Flight's  menace  ?  what  her  meanness  would 
Resume,  I  let  it  to  her  hand. 

Involve  me  in  my  blameless  life, 

Take  dowerless  poverty  to  wife. 

When  mainmasts  bellow  to  the  blows 

Of  Africus  let  others  flee 
To  prayers,  with  miserable  vows 

Compound  to  disappoint  the  sea 
Already  opulent  enough 
Of  Cyprus-wares  and  Tyrian  stufF : 

I  with  the  aid  of  a  canoe 

And  two  light  oars  were  then  conveyed 
All  that  JEgezn  tumult  through 

In  safety  ;  with  the  only  aid 
Of  these,  I  say,  and  a  soft  air 
Provided  by  twin  Pollux'  care. 
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I've  finished  all  constructive  pains, 

And  lo!  a  tomb  for  my  remains. 

The  kings  of  Egypt  pierced  with  their's 

Less  high  in  heaven,  less  deep  in  years. 

So  have  I  built  it  as  to  pass 

The  furthest  term  assigned  to  brass, 

As  ne'er  by  deleterious  wet, 

Nor  Aquilo  intemperate, 

Nor  Sol's  innumerable  round 

To  come  in  peril  of  the  ground. 

I  shall  not  wholly  die,  in  much 

Intact  of  Libitina's  touch. 

Just  born  into  my  life  of  praise, 

I  have  to  grow  in  after  days 

Long  as  to  Capitolian  stair 

Arch-priest  and  silent  maid  repair. 

Where  Aufidus  abrupt  and  hoarse 

And  Daunus  runs  his  frugal  course 

(O'er  Agriculture's  simple  sons 

King  on  its  banks  was  Daunus  once) 

Of  me  shall  mention  live  :   He  came 

Out  of  obscurity  to  fame, 
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From  poor  to  consequence,  he  durst 
Greek  notes  on  latin  strings  the  first. 
Liftino-  the  head  a  little  higher 
In  right  of  my  successful  lyre, 
Melpomene !   take  thy  Delphic  state 
And  crown  me  here  thy  laureate. 


INTERMISSA    DIU. 

After  long  truce  Venus  renews  the  war. 

O  prithee  prithee  spare  ! 
I  am  no  more  my  former  self  as  when 

Sweet  Cynara  was  heart's  queen. 
Mother  of  pleasaunce,  but  exacter  stern, 

From  thy  poor  veteran  turn, 
For  lithe  and  active  service  such  as  thine 

Too  stiff  at  forty-nine. 
From  my  sad  supplication  to  forbear 

Betake  thee  to  the  where 
The  youthful  people  bid  thee  come  with  soft 

Entreaty  and  with  oft. 
Wheel  thy  swans  rather  to  the  proud  domain 

Of  Paulus,  fire  his  vein 
(In  only  half  his  style  I  name  him  thus. 

Of  Paulus  Maximus) 
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His  heart  will  lodge  thee  queenly,  revel  there. 

More  noble  game  and  fair. 
Well-born  well-made  and  spoken-well  as  bar 

And  pale  accused  are  ware, 
Having  with  art  a  hundred  ways  acquired, 

Not  twenty  years  expired, 
He  goddess  !    he's  the  likelier  properer  man 

To  make  thee  a  campaign 
And  carry  thy  dove-painted  banner  wide 

In  street  and  country-side. 
Oft  as  he  smiles  a  golden  rival  down. 

By  Alban  lake  and  town 
In  marble  under  beam  from  Cyprus'  isle 

He'll  set  thee  up  to  smile, 
Enkindled  odours  there  shall  hourly  rathe 

And  late  thy  nostrils  bathe. 
And  dulcet  sounds  from  lyre  and  Phrygian  flute 

Thee  soothe,  with  reeds  to  boot. 
There  boys  and  virgins  linked  at  noon  and  day's 

Decline  shall  hymn  thy  praise. 
And  Salian-wise  with  thrice-rebutted  toe 

Tap  the  greensward  and  go. 
Me  woman's  loveliness  should  now  decoy 

No  more,  nor  beauteous  boy. 
Nor  what  can  yet  its  fond  believers  find, 

The  hope  of  mutual  mind, 
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Nor  drinking  wager,  nor  fresh  flowers  that  wreathe 

Around  the  brows  sweet  breath. 
They  should — ah  Ligurinus  !  not  therefore 

Do  they  decoy  no  more  ! 
Or  why  would  trickle  down  my  cheek  this  clear 

Denial  of  a  tear  ? 
So  glib  a  tongue  as  mine,  why  would  it  drop 

Between  the  words  ?   why  stop 
In  dumb  confusedness,  a  shame  to  see 

In  an  old  man  like  me  ? 
Why  catch  thee,  why  detain  thee  in  my  dream  r 

And  why  recumbent  seem 
To  chase  thee  over  Tyber's  grassy  side. 

Or,  cruel  !  through  his  tide  ? 


PINDARUM  QUISQUIS. 

As  Pindar  wrote  who  tries  to  write 
Attempts  a  new  Icarian  flight, 
Relies  to  cross  a  boundless  sea 
A  solder  borrowed  of  the  bee, 
And  sowsing  somewhere  in  midtide 
Which  names  him  only  to  deride 
Atones  in  obloquy  for  pride. 
Pindar  has  all  the  river's  force 
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Which  pouring  from  a  mountain  source 

Full  volume  on  its  wav  is  fed 

By  gross  discharges  overhead, 

And  quits  for  limitless  extent 

It's  ordinary  continent. 

Rolls  he  in  dithyramb  ponderous  phrase 

Tearing  through  metrical  delays, 

Describes  he  gods  and  men  whose  vein 

Derives  from  ichor,  born  to  reign 

To  stop  chimafra's  flaming  breath 

And  give  Centaurs  their  righteous  death, 

He  merits  equally  a  braid 

Translated  from  Apollo's  head. 

Takes  he  palmed  victors  home  as  gods 

From  Elis  to  their  proud  abodes  ? 

Or  in  the  horse-and-chariot  list 

Or  in  the  duel  with  the  fist 

Their  figure  by  his  muse  is  more 

In  o;uerdon  than  a  chiselled  score. 

The  youth  that  on  the  course  leaves  life 

And  far-away  affianced  wife. 

Strong,  full  of  being,  made  to  live, 

Of  manners  pure  and  primitive, 

Him  Pindar  envies  to  dark  hell. 

Deploring  how  too  soon  he  fell 

For  all  but  fame,  for  that  how  well. 
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So  soars  from  Dirce's  fount  her  swan  ! 

Such  depths  of  air  support  his  van 

Now  on  the  azure  field  embossed 

Now  in  the  tracts  beyond  it  lost ! 

But  I  whom  insect  wings  sustain, 

Antonius  !   I  compose  with  pain, 

Just  as  you  shall  observe  a  bee 

Matinus  hives  in  cliff  or  tree 

Far  down  along;  the  willowed  bank 

And  flowered  recess  of  Tiber  dank 

Collecting  with  a  world  of  toil 
On  thigh  in  sack  the  luscious  spoil. 
You  with  a  plectrum  of  more  weight 
On  laurelled  Caesar  may  dilate 
Ascending  to  the  sacred  fane, 
Sicambria  clanking  in  his  train. 
As  who  a  boon  so  good,  so  great, 
Ne'er  came  of  providence  and  fate 
Nor  has  to  come,  though  golden  time 
Return  and  earth  resume  her  prime. 
You  shall  recount  how  many  days 
The  City  pageants  in  his  praise, 
Th'  intoxication  of  all  Rome 
To  have  her  brave  defender  home. 
The  holidays  by  business  ta'en. 
Court,  quarrel,  market,  bourse  forsa'en. 
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I,  if  my  voice  deserve  an  ear, 

My  vocal  underpart  will  bear 

Of  gratulation  :   O  bright  Sun  ! 

To  this  thy  wheels  did  well  to  run. 

The  best  distinction  day  could  earn 

Was  thus  to  shine  on  his  return. 

lo  triumphe  !  while  you  pass, 

lo  triumphe  !  in  a  mass 

Not  once  but  in  a  ten-timed  cry 

We,  the  whole  city,  will  reply. 

Tossing  the  censered  incense  out 

To  the  good  gods  with  every  shout. 

Follows  oblation.     Julius  !  thine 

Must  tithe  a  thousand  beeves  and  kine  : 

A  small  bull  calf  not  many  days 

Withheld  the  teat  and  put  to  graze 

In  herb  devoted  to  my  vows 

Where  towards  a  youthful  term  he  grows 

Not  to  be  reached,  will  quit  I  wean 

What  obligation  I  am  in. 

Three  risings  after  Luna  's  born 

She  curbs  her  fires,  so  he  his  horn, 

White  'twixt  the  eyes,  in  all  beside 

A  lively  sorrel  stains  his  hide. 
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Melpomene  !  whom  with  placid  eye 
Once,  in  the  moment  of  nativity, 

You  have  regarded,  boxer's  prize 
Shall  not  renown  at  Isthmian  exercise, 

Nor  indefatigable  horse 
Conduct  to  victory  in  Achaic  course. 

Nor  strategy,  that  trampled  breath 
Of  menace  out  of  monarchs  with  a  wreath 

Present  admiredly  bedight 
Of  Delian  boughs  to  Capitolian  height : 

But  Tibur's  irrigated  mould. 
And  what  thick  shades  it's  leafy  groves  uphold, 

Said  in  ^^olic  numbers  these 
Are  means  enough  for  note  and  may  be  his. 

Rome,  top  of  polity,  lets  aspire 
Me  also  to  her  amiable  quire 
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Of  poets,  since  which  sweet  award 
By  envious  tooth  I  'm  less  corroded  hard. 

Pierian !   first  to  chord  with  gold 
A  tortoise  shell  without  a  tenant  rolled 


To  your  sea  ramble,  and  what  sound 
It  answered  with  confused,  to  unconfound, 

Able  at  fancy's  setting  on 
To  make  a  fish  sonorous  as  a  swan. 

This,  that  I  hear  my  citizens  say. 
Me  passing  or  me  pointing  o'er  the  way, 

Rome's  native  citharist  he !   to  give 
Did  wholly  lie  in  your  prerogative. 

This,  that  breath  found  and  stopt  with  me 
Was  your  arrangement  with  the  Fatal  Three, 

This  that  I  please,  if  please  I  do, 
Attributable  is  to  only  you. 
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Like  to  the  strongest  wing  in  air, 
The  lightning's  minister  to  Jove, 

Relied  the  golden  boy  to  bear 

Through  space,  wherein  all  fowl  that  rove 

In  sovereignty  to  him  were  given 

By  the  recognizant  king  of  heaven  : 

To  leave  the  nest  too  narrow  grown 
By  youth  and  vigour  of  his  sire 

Impelled,  exertion  knowing  none 

More  arduous  :  soon  as  storms  retire, 

By  vernal  breezes  taught  with  fear 

Unwonted  sallies  into  air : 

By  the  next  energetic  move, 

A  hostile  one,  demitted  to 
The  sheepfolds  :  now  by  battle's  love 

And  banquet's,  counter  to  a  crew 
Of  dragons  carried  that  retort 
Aggression  in  as  good  a  sort : 
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Or  like  a  lion  from  the  teat 
His  tawny  mother  has  denied 

Deserting,  for  the  milky  meat 
Resolved  upon  a  redder  tide 

To  nourish,  whom  a  goat  has  seen 

Intent  upon  the  merry  green 

By  a  new  tooth  about  to  die : 
So  did  the  Rhceti  under  height 

o 

Of  Alp  and  the  Vindelici 

See  Drusus  animate  the  fight. 
(Their  Amazonian  axe,  not  here 
Stop  I  inquisitive  of  from  where 

They  had  it,  nor  will  knowledge  fall 
Within  the  most  extended  hands 

That  compass  to  enclose  her  all) 
But  far  but  long  victorious  bands 

Subdued  to  the  superior  skill 

Of  one  so  young  were  made  to  feel 
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What  mind  avails,  and  what  a  true 
Ingenuous  nature  nurtured  right 

Beneath  Augustus'  roof  could  do, 
And  what  the  Neros'  boyhood  might 

In  such  a  happy-omened  home 

With  pains  so  fatherly  become. 
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From  brave  'tis  ordered  brave  proceed, 
The  sire's  good  points  'tis  constant  owned 

Pass  to  the  steer,  pass  to  the  steed, 
And  races  never  so  confound 

That  of  ferocious  eagles'  loves 

Do  come  unformidable  doves. 

Still  teaching  puts  the  powers  upon 
A  forward  movement,  discipline 

Is  that  the  bosom  strengthens  on : 
Forming  the  habit,  has  it  been 

Neglected  ?  there  miscarriage  spoils 

Or  vice  a  fair  endowment  soils. 

What  to  the  Neros  Rome  !   you  owe, 

Metaurus  and  the  total  rout 
Of  Asdrubal  eternal  show. 

And  that  day's  smile  which  measured  out, 
Almost  forgotten  now  foreborne 
So  long  the  donative  of  corn. 

The  first  that  heard  the  legions  cry 
Once  more  to  victory  and  long  cloud 

Swept  to  the  verge  of  Latium's  sky, 
Dread  African  !  thy  last  allowed 

To  ride  her  towns  as  Vulcan  rides 

The  stubble,  hurricane  the  tides. 
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New-fortuned  by  that  glorious  fray 
Our  Roman  youth  from  gains  to  gains 

Went  on,  from  good  endeavour  aye 
To  better,  till  the  ruined  fanes 

By  Punic  impious  marauds 

In  upright  posture  had  their  gods, 

Forcing  false  Hannibal  to  say 

We  herded  stags,  at  length  'tis  plain, 

Of  those  rapacious  wolves  the  prey 
Assured,  have  strangely  underta'en 

To  chase,  whom  to  escape  and  fly 

Were  to  come  off  triumphantly. 

This  people  that  from  Troy  in  flames 
And  Asia  to  their  sceptre  lost 

Brought  altars  elders  babes  and  dames, 
For  more  probation  cruel  tost 

On  Tuscan  seas  but  strong  to  stand 

All  trial,  to  Ausonian  land, 

Like  to  the  bushy  black  holm-oak 
That  darken  Algidus  the  more, 
y(    The  more  they  feel  the  steely  stroke, 
Draws  from  defeat  means  to  restore 
The  conflict,  from  the  very  knife 
That  shreds  her  more  compacted  life. 
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Not  even  from  the  hydra  so 

Did  toil  to  Hercules  renew 
Nor  firmness  to  the  monster  grow 

From  shortened  crest  and  oft  in  two 
Divided  trunk  :  to  be  o'ercome 
Had  grieved  the  hero  less  than  Rome. 

A  greater  prodigy  not  the  glebes 
Of  Colchis  bred,  not  even  earth 

Of  horrid  Echionian  Thebes 
Excluded  more  portentous  birth. 

Sink  her,  she  disappears  to  purge 

The  stains  of  struggle  and  emerge. 

Close  with  her,  cast  her,  she  '11  arise 

To  hurl  the  freshest  in  the  lists 
Amid  the  arena's  deafening  cries. 

And  call  for  more  antagonists 
Lest  her  account  to  the  long  nights 
And  the  goodwife  be  of  stale  fights. 

While  I  must  look  no  more  to  send 
Of  those  proud  messages  of  Well 

So  long,  so  oft,  for  Carthage  penned  : 
In  that  irreparable  mell 

All  hope  and  fortune  of  my  own 

With  hapless  Asdrubal  went  down. 
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What 's  now  to  stop  these  Claudian  bands? 

Nothing  that  they  will  not  effect 
Whose  friend  a  fair  conjunction  stands, 

Jove  and  sage  cares :   He  to  protect 
And  favour,  through  the  crisis  they 
To  carry  of  the  fevered  fray. 
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Rome's  guardian  angel!   in  the  kindliest  mood 

Of  heaven  for  highest  good 

Bestowed,  oh  why  away 
So  long?  the  sacred  Senate  was  not  pledged — nay,  nay 

Return — this  lengthened  stay. 

Italia  seems  in  darkness  without  thee. 

In  whose  glad  boundary 

Thou  art  no  sooner  seen 
Than  days  pass  pleasanter,  suns  have  more  sheen, 

And  tree  and  turf  spring's  green. 
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As  a  fond  mother  longs  to  fold  again 

Her  sailor-boy  to  main 

Carpathian  twelve  moons  gone, 
But  he  comes  not,  and  still  the  time  drags  on 

Without  her  darling  son — 


She  questions  every  bird  if  he  returns, 
Calls  on  him  as  she  yearns, 
Her  eyes  peruse  the  shore 

And  tearfully  opposing  winds  implore 
Evermore,  evermore — 


E'en  so,  not  knowing  how  to  reconcile 

Her  wish  with  all  this  while 

Of  want,  thy  Romans  wear 
The  livelong  day  and  murmur  in  their  prayer 

Augustus !   he  's  not  here  ! 


How  should  they  otherwise  ?   No  foray  now 

Our  oxen  fear  from  plough, 

Ceres  and  Faustitas 
Promote  the  cornfields  and  the  meadow-grass, 

The  seas  are  free  to  pass. 
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,Faith  dreads  reproach  and  honour  to  be  smirched, 

Were  every  household  searched 

Adultery  were  not  found, 
iThe  laws  so  hedge  the  spotty  sin  around, 

And — remedy  more  profound — 


Opinion  with  example  throughly  shames. 
We  cry  our  Latian  dames 
How  like  their  sires  your  sons ! 

Close  to  the  heel  of  all  offence  at  once 
The  penal  adjunct  runs. 


One  anxious  thought  on  Parthia  who  bestows? 

On  Scythia  and  her  snows  ? 

Who  cares  what  wars  be  brewed 
pn  Ebro's  banks  or  German  Danube's  flood 
j         So  Caesar's  health  be  good? 


Behind  their  hills  the  hinds  watch  Phoebus  down, 
The  day  was  all  their  own 
To  marry  elm  and  vine, 
hey  close  it  with  libation  of  pure  wine 
To  heavenly  names  and  Thine, 
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Thou,  when  the  second  service  spreads  the  board, 

Art  cited  and  adored. 

And  household  deities 
Open  their  arms  to  thee,  as  to,  in  Greece, 

Castor  and  Hercules. 


O  live  !  and  so  prolong  their  golden  days. 
Good  prince !  thy  people  prays 
When  hours  are  all  to  run 

And  lips  to  slake  and  when  at  set  of  sun 
Lip-slaking  is  begun. 


DIVE,  QUEM  PROLES. 

Dread  God !  on  Niobe  and  her  brood 
The  sure  avenger  understood 

Of  big  blaspheming  speech. 
Of  whose  arm  lustful  Tityos  well, 
And  he  to  whom  so  nearly  fell 

Troy-town,  perceived  the  reach, 

14 
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As  far  below,  though  Thetis'  son, 
Thy  style  of  war,  as  in  his  own 

He  topped  all  other  boast. 
However  terribly  his  lance 
Against  the  Dardan  towers  advance. 

And  shake  the  holding  host, 

PVom  thee  he  reeled  as  on  the  height 
Tall  fir  trees  stagger  to  the  bite 

Of  pertinacious  steel. 
Coming  to  ground  as  'fore  the  gust 
A  cypress,  stretched  in  Troic  dust 

From  head  to  bleeding  heel. 

Though  in  the  stallion's  vasty  side, 
That  sacred  sham,  too  hot  to  hide 

He  steal  no  march  on  Troy 
(In  Priam's  hall  at  courtly  play 
And  everywhere  to  holiday 

Abandoned  and  misjoy) 

His  wrath  triumphant  by  sheer  force 
All  must  to  cinders  in  its  course, 

All !   to  the  babes  not  yet 
Articulative,  all !  to  those 
Expectant  of  the  natal  throes, 

Oh  execrable  threat ! 
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Had  not  fore-anxious  father  Jove 
At  thy  remonstrance  and  for  love 

To  Venus'  golden  head 
Agreed,  with  fate,  the  walls  should  rise 
i^neas  under  westering  skies 

With  better  omen  led. 

Phcebus !  from  whom  Thalia  learned, 
And  whose  preceptive  skill  she  turned 

To  such  immense  account, 
Keep  Daunia's  lyre  in  good  repair ! 
Dost  thou  not  lave  thy  radiant  hair 

In  Xanthus'  holy  fount  ? 

To  Phoebus,  Phoebus  ever  young, 
I  owe  th'  afflatus  of  my  song. 

The  dignities,  the  joys. 
And  sweet  vocation  to  preside 
These  highborn  girls  their  country's  pride 

And  these  illustrious  boys. 

Then  ready !  wards  of  the  Chaste  Maid 
Who  lynx  and  hart  in  Delian  glade 

Subdues  to  shaft  and  bow, 
Now !  linking  hands  and  placing  feet 
Off!  to  the  time  my  thumb  shall  beat, 

The  Lesbian  quick  and  slow. 
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Chanting  Latona's  only  son 
Just  in  the  way  was  ever  done, 

With  Night's  or  rounded  sphere 
Or  peaked,  kind  nurse  to  pulse  and  fruit. 
And  summing  up  in  equal  suit 

Twelve  parts  to  every  year. 

Hereafter  one  of  you,  a  bride. 
Will  say  At  laureat  Horace'  side 

I  sang  and  danced  The  Lay 
That  all  the  gods  are  pleased  should  sound 
Whene'er  benignant  they  bring  round 

The  Centenary  Day. 
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The  snows  have  fled,  along  the  river-side 
Smooth  flows  the  lessening  tide. 

By  due  return  of  grasses  to  the  leas 
And  tresses  to  the  trees 

Terra  renews,  the  Grace  and  sisters  two 
To  lead  the  choirs  renew, 
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For  that  dear  exercise  no  more  afraid 

Half  to  be  disarrayed, 
Round  them  the  Nymphs  a  mossy  space  infolding 

And  in  a  ring  all  holding. 
Mortal  wouldst  hope  a  more  than  passing  stay  ? 

The  Hour  that  speeds  the  Day, 
The  Year,  advises  not :  of  zephyr's  breath 

The  rigors  take  their  death. 
Relented :  on  the  heel  of  Spring  treads  Summer, 

To  stealthy  aftercomer 
Anon  to  lay  his  life  and  honours  down, 

Bring-apple  Autumn  brown. 
Who  ends  no  sooner  shedding  fruits  and  shelling, 

Than  brume  recurs,  toil-quelling. 
Heaven  changes  (to  effect  this  change)  but  then 

In  other  sort  than  men, 
Celestial  damage  by  the  wane  of  moon 

The  full  compensates  soon : 
WE  when  we  quit  th'  upright.  We  when  we  come 

Where  Fathers  of  our  Rome, 
Where  filial  JEnezs  with  the  sprites 

Of  Tullus,  Ancus,  flits. 
Dust,  and  a  form  of  unsubstantial  Air, 

For  Us  is  no  repair. 
In  life's  account  before  the  figures  stop 
For  final  casting-up 
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Who  's  sure  the  Powers  will  add  to  yester  score 

A  morning's  pittance  more  ? 
Be  good  to  him,  he  knows  and  loves  you  best, 

The  minion  in  your  breast, 
Be  generous;  all  that,  genially  inclined, 

You  've  given  to  your  Mind, 
Escapes  the  gripe,  escapes  the  hungry  maw 

Of  gaping  heir-at-law. 
Once  biered,  by  Minos  once,  Jove's  luminous  son, 

Judged  and  pronounced  upon. 
For  or  against  you  as  he  shall  have  weighed 

Assigned  a  place  in  shade, 
O  my  Torquatus !  then  neither  the  good 

And  long-descended  blood, 
Nor  to  the  gods  the  clean,  the  liberal  hand, 

The  language  at  command. 
The  wit,  can  make  to  Hades  fair  amends, 

And  free  you  to  your  friends. 
To  liberate  Hippolytus  from  Dis 

Diana  hoped  amiss : 
For  how  accomplish  to  infernal  night 

Approach  of  silvery  light  ? 
Peirithoiis  not  e'en  his  Theseus'  hand 

Tore  from  Lethean  land : 
How  should  Oblivion's  liquid  bonds  be  broke 

That  do  not  bite  but  soak? 
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Would  not  be  purged  from  either  him  or  him 

The  drench  of  Lethe  stream, 
Ever  so  dear  a  friend,  ever  so  chaste, 

Fate  held  her  prisoners  fast. 


DONAREM   PATERAS. 

Being  the  presents  most  enjoyed 
Are  rarities  in  ore  alloyed 
I'd  lend  me  to  the  mode  and  send 
My  patera  to  a  valued  friend. 
Or  tripod,  prize  to  some  old  Greek 
Of  valour,  genuine  antique : 
And  Censorinus  knows  my  heart 
That  were  I  rich  in  sculptured  art 
Or  coloured,  from  Parrhasius'  easel 
Or  Scopas'  veritable  chisel 
(Each  perfect,  whether  to  present 
Divine  or  human  lineament) 
He  were  not  easy  overpassed. 
With  least  not  complimented  last. 
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Of  these  which  wholly  me  exceed 
His  taste  his  fortune  has  no  need. 
But  lays  he  loves,  I  can  a  lay, 
And  know  its  value,  let  me  say. 
Not  marble  which  the  State  decrees. 
Pedestal  architrave  or  frieze. 
With  notes,  cut  in  by  iron  pen 
Which  the  State  guides,  of  public  men, 
Whence  to  good  leaders  fates'  repeal. 
And  parted  breath's  rebreathable ; 
Not  the  withdrawing  haste  which  might 
Be  better  qualified  as  flight 
Of  Hannibal ;  on  Carthage  gates 
Not  the  rejection  of  his  threats 
Did  cast,  not  trenching  on  the  share 
Of  the  next  great  ^milian  heir 
And  burning  impious  Carthage  down 
Had  cast — such  light  on  his  renown 
Who  with  those  gains  in  glory  earned 
From  taming  Africa  returned. 
As  by  Calabrian  muses  came. 
An  inextinguishable  flame. 
Thyself  well  doing  with  no  page 
To  score  it,  doest  and  losest  wao-e. 
What  would  the  boy  to  Ilia  born 
And  Mavors  barring  ink.  and  horn. 


DONAREM    PATERAS,  2I7 

With  a  dumb  envy  stuck  between 

Him  and  his  high  deserts,  have  been  ? 

Two  things  to  place  him  where  he  is 

Were  indispensabilities 

To  iEacus,  the  man's  own  choice 

Of  goodness,  then  the  grace  and  voice 

Of  mighty  bards  :  midway  afloat 

These  snatched  him  from  the  Stygian  moat, 

These  consecrate  him  to  the  Isles 

Clothed  in  eternal  verdure's  smiles. 

The  Muse  will  not  permit  to  die 

A  life  deserving  memory, 

She  calendars,  distributes  room 

In  starry  quarters,  free  to  whom, 

She  helped  Alcides  to  his  wish 

Of  dipping  in  ambrosial  dish. 

The  Two,  to  save  a  trembling  bark 

By  her  peer  out  into  the  dark, 

Vine-crowned  lacchus  bland  to  prayer 

Owes  hosts  of  votaries  all  to  her. 
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'Tis  very  possible  you  may 

But  lest  you  should  believe  the  vi^ords 
And  things  that  I  w^ho  into  day 

Was  ushered  on  the  river-bords 

Of  Aufidus  far  heard  to  flow- 
Say  and  associate  with  the  strings 

By  undiscovered  arts  till  now 

To  be  ephemeral  words  and  things, 

Though  the  Maeonian's  place  be  clear 
The  foremost,  yet  the  Casan  reed, 

Th'  Alcaic  threatening,  the  severe 
Muse  of  Stesichorus,  lies  not  hid. 

Nor  Pindar's  :  e'en  Anacreon's  strains 
Time  blots  not  light :  still  burn  the  fires 

And  live  the  loves  from  Sappho's  veins 
Transmitted  to  ^olian  wires. 
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Helen's  was  not  the  only  breast 

Had  blazed,  admiring  the  kempt  hair, 

The  gold-and-gem-bedizened  vest, 
And  train  of  an  adulterer. 


An  ancienter  than  Teucer's  hand 

Shot  straight  from  arched  Cydonian  yew, 

Annoyance  to  the  Dardan  strand 
From  more  than  one  invasion  grew. 

Idomeneus,  stalwart  Cretan  king. 
And  sprightly  Sthenelus,  not  alone 

Fought  battles  for  the  muse  to  sing. 
Hector,  Deiphobus,  both  are  known 

Not  to  have  been  the  glorious  first 
To  intercept  on  their  own  lives 

The  storm  of  blows  that  else  had  burst 
On  helpless  infants  mothers  wives. 

Prior  to  Agamemnon  brave 

Men  lived,  but  unbewept,  unheard, 

Sank  to  long  night,  denied  to  have 
Or  to  preserve  a  sacred  bard. 
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Virtue  concealed  goes  scarce  for  more 
Than  sloth  entombed  :  but  in  my  chart 

I  shall  not  pass  in  silence  o'er 

Without  adornment  from  my  art, 

Nor  with  impunity  permit 
Oblivion  and  her  livid  crevv^ 
*To  drag  the  labours  to  their  pit 
So  many,  Lollius  !  of  you. 

So  great  achieved.  Your's  is  a  mind 
That  things  surprise  in  no  .ispect : 

In  prosperous  times,  in  times  inclined 
'Tis  doubtful  how,  always  erect : 

That  wills  on  greedy  fraud  the  law 
Enforced  :  of  money's  vortex  clear, 

Undrawn  by  what  all  else  can  draw: 
Beyond  the  magisterial  year, 

Without  the  fasces  at  the  door, 
Still  consul,  often  as  the  good 

And  faithful  judge  preferred  before 
His  interest  what  his  honour  would  : 
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With  lofty  looks  made  bribes  despair. 
And  when  for  law's  free  course  alarmed. 

To  culprits  who  would  strike  a  fear, 
Displayed  her  vindication  armed. 

Whoever  called  the  name  of  Blest 

On  the  possessor  mere  of  much 
Called  incorrectly  :  he  is  best 

He  only  well  entitled  such, 

Who  of  the  goods  the  gods  bestow 

Skills  the  wise  use,  who  is  enured 
To  the  far  harder  task  of  how 

Privations  are  to  be  endured. 

Who  worse  than  dying  holds  in  dread 

The  doing  a  flagitious  deed. 
For  friends  and  in  his  country's  stead 

He  's  not  the  man  to  fear  to  bleed . 
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O  POTENT  by  the  favour  still 
Of  Venus  and  against  her  will 
Persistent  cruel  !  to  your  pride 
When  time's  corrective  is  applied, 
When  acquisitions  you  desired 
Acquiring  least  have  been  acquired, 
When  hair  has  taken  on  the  chin 
The  place  that  tenderest  down  is  in. 
When  Ligurinus  !   curls  that  flow 
And  flutter  as  the  shoulders  low, 
At  half  the  distance  spite  of  tears 
Have  felt  inexorable  shears : 
When  the  hard  tribute  to  the  hour 
Next  paid  has  been  complexion's  flower 
And  the  clear  colour  to  that  skin 
To  which  the  rose  is  distant  kin : 
Then  sallow  shorn  and  rough  all  o'er, 
Seeing  your  former  self  no  more 
(In  mirror  constant  as  to  blur 
As  well  as  beauty  not  to  err) 
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Ah  !  will  you  sigh,  in  boyhood's  days 
Where  were  my  thinking's  present  ways  ? 
To  these,  my  cheeks  !  why  not  re-stain  ? 
My  hair  !  in  ringlets  float  again  ? 
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I  'VE  a  full  cask  of  Alban  wine, 
Aged  something  over  autumns  nine, 
For  weaving  crowns  a  parsley-plot, 
And  ivy,  Phillis  !   quite  a  glut, 
A  braid  of  which  you  love  to  wear : 
It  conquers  not  your  glossy  hair. 
The  house  with  silver  smiles,  the  loan 
Of  friends  in  part,  in  part  my  own. 
An  altar  in  festoons  of  chaste 
Verbena-leaves  already  placed 
Wants  nothing  but  the  lamb,  the  red 
Aspersion,  and  the  salted  bread. 
Hither  the  boys  and  thither  run. 
The  girls  mixed  with  them,  every  one 
On  special  errand  :  not  a  hand 
Idle  or  slack  in  all  the  band. 
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While  monster  culinary  fires 
Roll  vaulting  vapour  off  from  spires 
Of  trembling  flame,  globe  after  globe, 
Hanging  the  shaft  with  sordid  robe. 
In  the  rejoicings  you  're  to  share, 
And  not  to  keep  you  unaware 
For  what  and  when  sup  with  me  on 
The  day  dividing  April's  moon, 
A  justly  solemn  one  to  me 
And  claiming  holier  e'en  to  be 
Than  my  own  natal,  since  O  since 
From  that  day's  light  a  life  begins 
Prized  infinite,  and  ordered  go 
What  years  to  my  Mecsenas  flow. 

Hankering  after  Telephus  yet  ? 
Bespoke  :  no  fish  for  Phyllis'  net. 
Him  two  voluptuous  eyes  bewitch, 
And  more  than  fond  his  flame  is  rich. 
Were  there  impatience  of  his  fetter 
Or  symptom  of  his  thinking  better — 
But  no  :   to  all  but  you  'tis  plain 
She  holds  him  in  a  pleasing  chain. 
Phaston  half-burned  ought  scare  the  hope 
That's  too  ambitious  in  its  scope: 
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Winged  Pegasus  affords  a  grave 

Example  when  he  scorns  to  have 

Bellerophon  of  mortal  mould 

To  back  him,  warning  that  you  should 

Affect  what  fits  your  sphere,  that  higher 

Than  licensed  limits  to  aspire 

Being  a  crime  and  in  this  light 

To  be  regarded  with  affright, 

You  may  be  satisfied  to  shun 

An  ill-assorted  union. 

Come  then,  end  of  my  loves  (I  ne'er 
Shall  kindle  to  another  fair). 
Provide  some  verses  of  your  choice 
To  be  said  off  with  that  fine  voice 
No  one  can  listen  and  not  dote. 
So  many  loves  haunt  in  that  throat  ! 
The  melancholy  must  be  long 
That  does  not  terminate  to  song. 
The  cares  be  staid  indeed  that  verse 
As  you  recite  it  can't  disperse. 
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Spring  is  at  hand,  her  herald  gales 
Attempering  seas  and  bellying  sails 

From  Thracian  headlands  blow. 
The  meads  their  icy  coating  dofF 
And  roars  the  river  rolling  off 

His  plethora  of  snow. 

The  rueful  bird  that  chops  his  breath 
To  shrill  laments  for  Itys'  death 

'Gins  masoning  a  nest, 
Of  Cecrops'  house  th'  eternal  shame, 
For  was  not  Tereus'  guilty  flame 

Too  horribly  redressed  ? 

Young  juicy  herbage  plumps  the  flock 
While  shepherds  under  tree  and  rock 

Sit  piping  reeds  to  Pan  : 
Him  secret  satisfaction  fills 
In  his  Arcadia's  bleating  hills 

And  woods  that  never  tan. 
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The  time  brings  thirst,  shall  we  between 
The  two  a  cask  of  good  Calene, 

The  right  Sulpician  sort  ? 
Or  I  the  wine,  the  perfume  you  ? 
No  ruinous  rating  with  your  two 

Magnificent  friends  at  court. 

To  your  deserving  in  a  small 
Nard-onyx  Galba's  vintage-hall 

Shall  roll  my  liquid  share  : 
Who  breaks  its  bulk,  his  hopes  recruit, 
It  flows  effectual  to  dilute 

The  bitter  taste  of  care. 

The  purchase  and  the  bargain  this, 
Virgilius  !    hasten  to  the  bliss, 

To  ask  you  to  such  wine 
Except  upon  the  terms  I  've  said 
Could  harbour  only  in  the  head 

Of  affluence  not  mine. 

Abjure  excuse  and  gain's  desire, 
Think  of  the  black  funereal  fire ! 

Alloy  to  be  discreet 
With  the  short  contrary  where  when 
You  safely  may  :  to  sapient  men 

Fool's  interlude  is  sweet. 
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Heaven  hears,  heaven  hears  me,  Lyce  's  grey  ! 

However  Lyce  may  gainsay, 

And  put  the  wretched  semblance  on 

Of  youth  and  beauty  gone. 
Gamesome  when  it  is  vice  to  game. 
And  drinking  when  to  drink  is  shame. 

Those  quavers  and  that  load  of  wine 
Are  ill-adapted  to  incline 
Love  couched  delicious  all  the  week 
On  blooming  Chloe's  cheek, 
Where  listening  her  accomplished  song 
His  lively  nights  are  whirled  along. 

A  sapless  branch  love  wings  you  by, 
With  not  one  pretext  for  his  eye, 
Whom  broken  mouth  and  wrinkled  brow 

Deform  and  snowy  pow. 
Ah  !    not  the  purple  webs  of  Cos 
Nor  lustrous  stones  repair  your  loss 
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Nor  reinstate  you  in  your  reign, 
Nor  bring  you  to  be  lived  again 
Those  days  accorded  only  once 

And  by  swift-posting  suns 
Left  to  ensepulchration  black 
In  antiquated  almanac. 

Your  Venus,  whither  has  she  fled, 
Your  skin's  contending  white  and  red. 
Your  o-ait,  of  all  that  former  fair 

What  have  you  kept,  of  her 
Who  stole  me  from  myself,  round  whom 
Breathing  the  loves  air  seemed  to  bloom  ? 

Second  to  Canara,  the  next 
Felicity  after  her  insexed. 
All  nature's  gifts  you  had,  to  these 
What  art  invents  to  please. 
To  Canara  and  to  Lyce  fate 
Allotted  far  from  equal  date, 

Her  life  soon  dropped  but  Lyce's  drives 

A  rivalry  with  corvine  Uves  : 

Such  luscious  wine  run  down  to  lees 

Hot  youth  derisive  sees. 
Poor  Lyce  's  like  a  link  burned  out : 
Poor  Lyce's  ashes  strew  about. 
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The  Fathers',  the  Quirites'  pains, 
What  do  they,  though  a  tribute  just, 

By  title  in  its  highest  strains, 
By  honorary  public  trust 

By  fetes  to  memorable  make 

And  on  to  generations  take 

Your  good,  Augustus  !   O  where  e'er 
By  speculative  suns  that  ride 

The  whole  assignment  on  the  sphere 
To  habitation  they  're  descried, 

Greatest  of  rulers  !  tardier  owed 

To  empire  and  the  latian  code 

Whom  the  Vindelici  have  confessed 
What  in  war's  argument  you  can. 

On  their  persuasion  recent  pressed 

By  Drusus  :  who,  the  strenuous  man, 

Conducting  bands  long  under  you 

Victorious  more  than  once  o'erthrew 
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First  the  Genauni,  turbulent  race 
Of  mountaineers,  the  Brenni  then 

Swift-footed  whom  he  taught  the  pace 
More  fit  alas  !   for  captive  men, 

Their  fortress  bonneting  the  scalp 

Of  precipiced  tremendous  Alp 

Hurled  to  the  vale.     With  which  success 

The  Nero  elder  of  the  pair 
Close  coming  up,  in  nothing  less 

Than  a  pitched  battle  after  fair 
Responses  in  your  name  from  Jove 
Collected,  the  huge  Rhceti  drove. 

In  conflict  ever  to  be  seen 

Where  thickest,  in  conclusions  tried 
The  hardest,  meriting  of  e'en 

Great  Mars  himself  to  be  espied, 
With  ruin  how  did  he  fatigue 
The  bosoms  with  devotion  big 

As  well  as  bulk  to  his  free  deal 

Of  death  presented  aye  as  free ! 
As,  or  near  as,  address  him  will 

To  exercise  Titanic  sea 
Unconquered  Auster  while  that  choirs 
Of  Pleiads  gash  the  reservoirs 
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Of  black  distended  cloud,  so  he 

Launching  a  like  high-mettled  force 

Did  vex  the  bodies  not  to  be 

Soon  wearied  of  the  hostile  horse, 

Himself  impetuous  on  the  most 

Mid  lightnings  of  that  steel-clad  host 

Still  spurring,  still  (as  when  through  realm 
Of  Daunus,  rich  Appulia's  plain, 

Bull-like,  precipitous,  to  whelm 
Whole  regions  of  the  golden  grain. 

Distempered  Aufidus  a  flood 

Tumbles  of  mingled  stream  and  mud) 

Mowing  entire  battalions  down 

From  front  to  rear,  a  bloody  swath 

Both  sides  of  him,  while  he  moves  on 
Triumphant  unattained  of  scathe 

And  clear  of  serious  losses  wins, 

You  finding  to  the  action  means, 

You  counsel,  you  your  deities 

(As  who  does  not  perceive)  the  day 

Alexandreia,  than  her  knees 
Unhappy  left  no  other  way 

Opened  to  your  approach  her  port 

And  halls  deserted  of  the  court. 
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Being  by  your  Fortuna  chose 

(Three  lustres  through  your  steadfast  friend) 
To  carry  to  a  prosperous  close 

At  once  this  enterprise  and  end 
A  course  in  arms  completely  run 
With  all  the  wished-for  glories  won. 

You  the  Cantabrian  heretofore 

Intractable,  the  swarthy  sons 
Of  India,  and  the  Mede  adore, 

You  Scythia  that  encounter  shuns, 
O  tutelar  abroad  at  home 
To  Italy  and  all-swaying  Rome  ! 

You  Tigris  swift  and  Ister  hears. 

And  Nilus  of  his  fountain  head 
The  secret  guarding  all  these  years. 

And  scarce  in  more  notorious  bed 
Oceanus  breeding  monster-fin 
And  stunning  Britain  with  his  din. 

Gallia  to  you,  all  forms  of  death 

Despising,  and  Iberia's  land 
Of  hardy  warriors  bate  the  breath, 

Sicambria  to  your  waving  hand 
Defers  and  is  content  no  more, 

Her  falchions  sheathed,  to  joy  in  gore. 
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A  MOMENT  wishful  to  require 

A  martial  note,  a  tale 
Of  conquered  cities  from  the  lyre, 

Me  Phcebus  chid  and  well, 
Or  with  no  ampler  sails  than  mine 
I  had  put  out  to  Tuscan  brine. 

Caesar !   your  age  has  brought  the  plain 

It's  antiquated  boast 
Of  golden  fruitfulness  again. 

From  haughty  Parthian  post 
Where  late  they  shamed  us  made  remove 
The  missing  eagles  to  our  Jove. 

Your  period  second  from  the  state 

Of  duel  freed  has  shut 
Janus-Quirinus'  creaking  gate. 

Restraint  on  license  put 
Strayed  from  right  order,  banished  wrong, 
And  arts  recalled  acquainted  long 
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With  Latium,  arts  by  which  her  name 

Had  to  its  grandeur  grown, 
Beneath  whose  wing  Italia  came 

To  vigour  and  renown 
And  ever  greatening  empire  spread 
From  rising  Sol  to  Sol  abed. 
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While  Caesar  watches  o'er  affairs 

No  more  shall  civil  rage 
And  violence  drive  from  peaceful  cares 

Away  and  wrath  engage 
Men's  minds,  whetting  the  swords  and  turning 
The  love  of  citizens  to  heart-burning. 

Deep-flowing  Danube  they  who  draw 

While  under  Caesar's  fear 
Will  dare  no  breach  of  Julian  law, 

Nor  they  to  Tanais  near, 
Nor  Gete  nor  Ser  nor  ever  worse 
Than  his  most  solemn  word  the  Perse. 

Now  on  profane  and  holy  day 

We  '11  gird  the  burdened  board 

With  helps  from  Liber  to  be  gay, 
And  having  first  implored 

Each  usual  name  of  god  alono; 

With  wives  and  children  cite  in  song 
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By  Lydian  flutes  accompanied 
In  our  forefathers'  way 

Chiefs  long  defunct  who  service  did 
Deserving  of  a  lay, 

Troy,  old  Anchises,  and  his  heir 

Of  Venus  gendered  ever  fair. 
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So  'tis  determined  with  the  light 

Liburnian  craft  you  fight 
These — ships,  is  it  correct  to  say. 

Or  castles  under  weigh. 
And  Caesar's  perils  whatsoe'er, 

Mecaenas  !   that  you  share. 
Be't  so :  but  what  we  are  to  do 

Should  be  determined  too 
To  whom  so  long  as  you  are  left 

Life  pleases,  but  bereft 
Of  that  inducement  burdensome. 

Entirely  must  become. 
Are  we  as  you  would  recommend 

On  leisure  to  attend, 
Or  share  as  not  effeminate  men 

The  toils  of  the  campaign? 
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Have  with  you !  top  of  Alp  shall  us, 

Unhospiced  Caucacus 
And  furthest  western  gulf  behold 

In  your  brave  traces  bold. 
But  would  your  labour,  you  may  ask, 

Be  lightened  by  my  task  ? 
Crazy  and  over  old  for  war 

What  would  I  be  good  for  ? 
Though  you  were  nothing  better,  Sir, 

I  should  be  easier. 
Attendant  fear  has  not  the  size 

Of  fear  at  home  that  lies. 
The  mother  o'er  her  unfledged  young 

Is  not  so  terror-wrung 
As  when  she  leaves  them  open  to 

The  gliding  serpent's  view. 
Though  that  her  feeble  presence  should 

Not  safer  place  her  brood. 
I'll  volunteer  for  this  for  all 

Hostilities  that  may  fall 
Simply  a  loving  thing  to  do 

And  win  a  smile  from  you. 
Not  to  ingratiate,  no,  by  heaven  ! 

For  more  than  you  have  given, 
Not  that  I  may  make  fortune  out 
Of  your  opponent's  rout, 
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Not  that  four  steers  instead  of  two 
May  drag  my  ploughshare  through 

Not  that  afore  the  pastures  parch 
To  Sirius'  upward  march 

My  sheep  may  from  Calabria  pass 
To  green  Lucanian  grass, 

Or  my  ten  acres  with  the  white- 
Walled  cottage  on  the  height 

Of  Tusculum  be  stretched  to  mound 
By  Circe  carried  round. 

Nor  think  me  by  economies  tied 
From  coming  to  your  side, 

Your  bounty  has  enriched  me  o'er 
My  needs,  but  I've  no  store, 

Either  to  bury  in  the  mould 
As  scraping  Chremes  would. 

Or  after  fools-of-spendthrifts'  taste 
In  wild  debauch  to  waste. 
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Who  far  from  change  without  a  pound 

To  place  turns  up  the  ground 
His  rude  forefathers  and  the  breed 

Of  early  mortals  did, 
Who  not  enlisted,  at  raw  morn 

Not  starts  to  barrack  horn. 
Who  shudders  not  in  crib  marine 

At  ocean  in  the  spleen. 
Who  shuns  the  forum  and  the  door 

Of  citizens  in  power, 
He  's  blest !  his  time  will  be  enjoyed. 

His  time  will  be  employed 
In  marrying  the  full-grown  vine 

To  poplars  in  a  line. 
In  lopping  wood  no  life  exerting 

And  happier  wood  inserting. 
He  from  a  station  that  commands 

His  humid  pasture-lands 
Will  have  before  him  cattle  lowing 

And  scattered  in  the  flowing 
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Far  valley,  huddled  in  a  heap 

He  '11  shear  the  silly  sheep. 
When  autumn  rules  the  country  round, 

With  strings  of  pippins  crowned, 
He  '11  cut,  enchanted,  grapes  that  vie 

With  royal  purple's  dye 
For  quittance  of  the  duties  owed 

The  garden's  guardian  god 
And  Dan  Sylvanus  whose  it  is 

To  keep  the  boundaries. 
Fruit  of  inoculating  cares 

He  '11  sweetly  gather  pears. 
He  '11  crush  the  comb,  in  scalded  crock 

White  virgin  honey  stock. 
And  wax  in  yellow  cakes  derive 

From  drosses  of  the  hive. 
Inclined  to  rest  his  length  he  stretches 

Now  under  ancient  beeches, 
Now  on  a  natural  matrass 

Of  short  elastic  grass, 
Between  steep  banks  while  a  stream  glides, 

Doves  coo  from  the  wood-sides, 
And  fountains  with  the  noise  dispose 

Of  trickling  lymph  to  dose. 
Soon  as  the  shifting  year  of  Jove, 

Red  thunder  late  that  drove. 
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Packs  fleecy  skins  with  snow  and  water 

To  furnish  wintry  quarter, 
He  drives  full  cry  a  bristled  boar 

Into  the  toils  before, 
Extends  of  twine  and  lime  and  rushes 

A  snare  for  glutton  thrushes^ 
Nooses  the  timid  hare,  and  works 

The  new-arriving  stork's 
Captivity,  in  sportsman's  eyes 

That  most  exciting  prize. 
Amidst  diversions  such  as  these 

No  pain  might  not  have  ease. 
E'en  memory  of  bereaved  or  hid 

Love's  miseries  might  be  rid. 
If  there's  a  modest  wife  to  take 

Her  part  and  help  to  make 
The  house-expenses  out  and  mind 

The  children — of  the  kind 
Old  Sabine  country  for  her  swains 

Or  on  her  sultry  plains 
Appulia  rears,  industrious,  tanned 

As  from  that  sunny  land — 
If  she  with  fuel  cut  and  dried 

Have  heaped  the  blest  fireside 
Against  his  tired  return  to  raise 

The  welcome  of  a  blaze, 

16 
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And  made  for  night  the  kine  all  snug 

And  drained  the  strutting  dug 
And  filled  of  this  year's  wine  a  pot 

And  served  a  meal  unbought — 
Not  Lucrine  oyster,  not  a  dish 

Of  the  cud-chewing  fish, 
Not  turbot,  if  east  wind  set-in 

Turn  to  our  shore  that  fin. 
So  can  regale  me,  attagen 

Ionian  or  hen 
From  Afric  as  a  plate  of  nice 

Olives  !  all  of  them  choice 
From  boughs  unscrubby,  maloes  good 

For  thickness  in  the  blood. 
With  which  in  salad-bowl  agreed 

Sorrel  that  loves  the  mead, 
Lamb  butchered  for  the  festive  day 

O'  the  Terminalia, 
And  kid's  flesh  heightened  with  the  sauce 

Of  rape  from  the  wolfs  jaws. 
With  viands  such  as  these  engaged, 

First  appetite  assuaged. 
How  pleasant  the  full  flock  to  see 

Home  hurrying  from  the  lea, 
Outwearied  oxen  with  the  day's 

Long  labours  plod  their  ways 
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With  languid  necks  and  dragging,  now 

Share  uppermost,  the  plough, 
And  to  the  shining  Lares  swarm 

Born-servants  of  the  farm  ! 

Thus  saying  Alpius  who  rolled 

Usurious  in  gold, 
And  settling  he  would  take  to  land 

And  country-life  ofF-hand, 
At  the  next  Ides,  his  purpose  keen, 

Called  all  his  moneys  in, 
At  the  next  Kalends  wheeled  about 

Put  all  his  moneys  out. 
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Who  has  broke  in  with  rope  or  knife 

On  aged  parent's  life, 
If  e'er  a  monster  in  his  shape 

Humanity  did  ape. 
To  him  give  onion  noxious  more 

Than  hemlock  to  devour. 
O  harvest-men,  your  hard  insides 

Whose  dinners  it  provides  ! 
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What  poison  rages  in  the  part 

That  's  right  before  my  heart  ? 
With  viper's  blood  was  the  green  food 

Unknown  to  me  imbrued  ? 
Tampered  Canidia  with  a  dish 

Already  devilish  ? 
In  Argo's  crew  the  pick  of  Greece, 

Each  worthy  of  the  fleece, 
Medea  wondering  most  of  all 

At  the  young  admiral, 
Smeared  Jason  o'er  from  head  to  foot 

With  unguent  from  this  root. 
And  having  soothed  her  wounded  pride 

By  sending  the  new  bride 
A  nuptial  compliment  infused, 

No  doubt,  in  onions  bruised, 
Vanished  on  dragons'  wing.      Not  so 

Did  with  combustion  glow. 
And  into  shoulder  of  the  feat- 
Performing  Hercles  eat 
The  fatal  tunic.     Ne'er  so  great 

A  blast  sidereal  sate 
Upon  that  stranger  to  the  rain 

Appulia's  summer-plain 
As  from  this  vegetated  heat 

Doth  on  my  viscera  sit. 
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You  laugh,  Mecaenas  !     Send  you  may 

Try  onion-sauce  some  day  ! 
With  hand  opposed  so  to  be  kissed 

Lycymnia  shall  resist 
And  to  the  bed's  extremest  border 

Lie  off  your  breath's  disorder. 


LUPIS    ET   AGNIS. 

As  violent  as  wolf  and  lamb 

I  by  my  nature  am 
And  by  the  lot  in  life  I  drew 

Antipathied  to  you, 
Whose  ribs  with  genet-rods  are  printed. 

Whose  shins  with  iron  dinted. 
What  of  your  wealth  ?  that  of  all  earth 

Could  never  alter  birth. 
Measuring  the  pavement  with  six  yards 

Of  toga,  the  regards. 
Coming  and  going  do  you  see 

Of  indignation  free. 
And  do  you  catch  in  your  connection 

This  unreserved  reflection 
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Flogged  by  triumvirs'  orders  till 

Th'  executioner  felt  ill 
That  fellow  has  his  acres  now 

A  thousand  under  plough 
And  airs  him  a  suburban  stage 

In  pony-equipage 
And  seats  him  to  the  public  sights 

As  near  as  the  great  knights 
Spite  of  the  interdicting  clause 

Express  in  Otho's  laws. 
The  fleet  to  be  conducted  straight, 

Nosed  with  such  monstrous  weight 
Of  brass,  against  the  thieves  on  high 

Seas,  and  the  servile  fry, 
With  him  for  colonel-of-marines  ! 

I  wonder  what  it  means. 
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But  O  !  whatever  heavenly  power 

Potential  here  for  our 
Humanity  observes  me,  what 

Imports  their  dumb  complot, 
Of  those  fell  looks  all  bent  on  me 

What  may  the  boding  be? 
Not  by  my  purple  honours  which 

Emptied  of  me  beseech, 
But  if  Lucina  to  true  throes 

Of  your's  did  come,  by  those 
You  bore  them  for  and  Jove !  who  will 

Judge  your  proceeding  ill, 
Why  with  stepmother's  eyes,  with  that 

Regard  of  the  wild  cat 
He  darts  his  armed  assailants  on. 

Me  do  you  glare  upon  ? 
With  quivering  lips  in  this  sad  way 

While  he  went  on  to  pray. 
Those  portions  of  his  dress  that  proved 

His  quality  removed 
And  then  the  rest  till  he  stood  bare 

A  tender  body  fair 


248  AT    6    DEORUM. 

Guiltless  of  puberty  (a  Norse 

Could  not  without  remorse 
Have  seen  it)  from  her  place  abhorred 

Canidia  gave  the  word 
(Small  vipers  thread  the  wildernesses 

Of  her  dishevelled  tresses) 
For  roots  of  sycamore  wrenched  from  graves, 

Funereal  cypress  leaves 
Smeared  with  newt's  blood,  of  newt  the  spawn, 

A  quill  from  screech-owl  drawn. 
Herbs  from  the  Pontic  poison-land 

Imported  to  her  hand, 
And  bone  of  carrion  plucked  from  teeth 

Of  starving  bitchy  to  seethe 
And  be  concocted  to  a  gruel 

With  Colchic  fire  and  fuel. 
Another  in  her  shift  with  hair 

By  horror  made  to  stare 
Like  a  sea-urchin's  or  a  boar's 

Hard  pressed,  dashed  all  the  floors 
And  walls  with  liquid  in  a  bowl 

Filled  from  the  blackest  pool 
Avernus  makes.     'Twas  Sagana.      Never 

By  conscience  stopped  however 
By  lack  of  force,  and  heard  to  groan 

At  every  spadeful  thrown. 
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Veia  persisted  at  her  toil 

Of  hollowing  out  the  soil 
To  such  a  depth  exact  as  might 

Receive  the  boy  upright, 
Extant,  as  bodies  hanging  in 

The  water  from  the  chin. 
Those  parts  interred,  with  dainty  food 

From  time  to  time  renewed 
Before  him  but  beyond  his  power 

From  weary  hour  to  hour 
He  would  with  vexed  beholding  die, 

And  on  the  purulent  eye 
Falling  the  lid,  at  last  be  fitted 

To  furnish  from  rage-heated 
Liver  and  marrow  helped  by  craft 

Infernal,  a  love-draught. 
To  be  a  sharer  in  the  bliss 

Of  such  a  scene  as  this 
Ariminum  might  well  have  sent 

Folia  incontinent, 
Whose  true  belonging,  since  the  sexes 

In  her  unite,  perplexes. 
And  whose  Thessalian  incantations 

Make  stoop  the  constellations 
And  can  be  furthered  to  dethrone 

Even  the  queenly  moon  : 
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All  lazy  Naples  and  the  towned 

Vicinity  around 
Believed  that  Folia  did  repair 

And  was  assistant  there. 
Canidia  gnawing  at  her  thumb 

To  which  no  scissors  come, 
Here  uttered,  sibilant  through  the  teeth, 

This  half-articulate  breath 
O  trusty  !   all  my  fortunes  such 

Your  influence  avouch. 
Who  command  silence  for  the  rite 

Performing  out  of  sight. 
You,  Nox  !  and  Hecate  !   you,  attend, 

Now  be  Canidia's  friend, 
Now  show  your  deities,  now  infest 

The  families  I  detest, 
Now,  when  at  nature's  deepest  hush 

In  crevice  den  and  bush 
Reptile  and  beast  adjourn  in  sleep 

The  fell  intents  they  keep, 
And  leave  the  world  to  your's,  O  seize 

Your  opportunities. 
Touched  with  the  most  perfected  nard 

Till  now  by  me  prepared. 
The  Senior,  he  of  whom  ye  trow, 

Let  him  lascivious  go 
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To  the  Saburra,  set  to  bark 

The  dogs,  and  let  me  hark — 
Lo  now  he  sleeps  !   and  in  his  dream 

No  woman  comes,  'twould  seem. 
That  preparation  say  what  ailed 

To  have  so  shameful  failed  ? 
It  was  Medea's  own,  the  same 

By  which  she  wrapt  in  flame 
Her  rival  the  new-married  bride, 

The  same  in  which  she  dyed 
The  robe  and  veil — why  has  it  less 

Present  effectiveness 
When  all  the  roots  I'll  warrant  pulled 

And  all  the  grasses  culled 
Of  the  right  sort  and  in  the  right 

Wild  places  by  moonlight. 
A  witch  in  science  passing  me 

Ha !  ha  !  has  set  him  free. 

0  Varus  !  doomed  to  grievous  harms 
By  never-heard-of  charms 

1  '11  have  you  back,  of  which  not  e'en 

A  Marsian  spell  shall  clean 
And  cure  your  mind  :  to  move  your  phlegm 

I  '11  mingle  beyond  them 
A  philtre  and  infuse  by  means 

Not  their's,  into  your  veins, 
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That  sooner  heaven  shall  sink  its  floor 

For  sea  to  ovcrpour 
And  solid  matter  be  in  place 

Ascendant  of  pure  space 
Than  you  not  flare  to  my  desire 

As  nitrous  earth  to  fire. 
'Twas  now  the  boy,  no  more  intent 

To  make  hard  hearts  relent, 
Thyestes'  fashion,  as  a  first 

Attempt  enabled,  cursed. 
There  's  much  that  witches  can,  much  too 

That  witches  cannot  do. 
They  can't  prevent  the  turn  in  things 

That  retribution  brings, 
I  '11  execrate,  dire  execration 

Admits  no  expiation. 
Furious  I  '11  haunt  you  at  down-lying, 

Damned  causes  of  my  dying  ! 
There  are  Di  Manes,  powers  in  sprites 

To  cleave  the  cheek  anights 
And  squatted  on  the  heart  to  break 

What  slumbers  guilt  can  take. 
Be  chased  and  pelted  through  the  towns 

For  filthy  rags  with  stones. 
No  part  of  you  in  earth  be  laid. 

As  carrion  be  conveyed. 
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Birds  of  Esquilias  through  all  airs 

And  wolves  be  your  conveyers  ! 
Live,  my  dear  parents,  though  it  grieve 

Thus  to  survive  me,  live, 
On  the  kidnappers  of  your  son 

To  see  this  vengeance  done. 
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Why  unoffending  strangers  tear. 

Cowardly  cur  !   and  spare 
The  wolf  and  me  those  grinnings  vain, 

Who  bitten  bite  again  ? 
Like  a  Molossus  I,  or  like 

A  shepherd's  Spartan  tyke 
Hold  on,  however  deep  the  snow 

And  vast  his  tracks  may  show 
The  beast  before,  with  ear  erect 

And  pace  by  nothing  checked  : 
You,  after  filling  all  the  wood 

With  voice  appalling  loud. 
Would  stop  to  sniff  an  ofFal-tray, 

Did  that  lie  in  your  way. 
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Most  mischievous-disposed  to  rogues 

Whether  in  men  or  dog-s, 
I  have  the  ready  horns  that  carry 

No  buttons  so  be  wary. 
Bupalus  did  not  find  his  foe 

More  formidable,  no 
Nor  their's  Lycambe  and  his  daughter 

When  to  be  false  he  brought  her. 
If  black-toothed  envious  gentry  set 

On  me,  think  you  I  'm  that 
Poor  boy  to  stand  and  cry,  and  not 

Give  better  than  I  got  ? 
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O  CRIMINAL  !   what  are  you  about  ? 

In  what  will  your  acts  out  ? 
With  what  intendment  are  your  hands 

Fitted  with  those  fell  brands  ? 
The  Latin  blood  already  poured 

So  lavish  by  the  sword 
To  earth  and  sea,  has  it  all  been 

Too  little  ?  poured  not  in 
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Resolve  that  envious  Carthage  'spires 

To  w^asteful  Roman  fires 
Should  humble,  and  the  tameless  sons 

Of  Britain  tread  the  stones, 
With  bandaged  hands  and  clanking  feet. 

That  pave  the  Sacred  Street, 
No  :  but  that  what  the  Parthians  call 

To  heaven  to  let  befall. 
This  city  should  be  felled  by  blows 

From  the  right  hand  it  owes. 
Unless  upon  a  different  kind 

Wolves  have  no  ravening  mind, 
'Tis  not  the  lion's  wont  to  strike 

Except  at  his  unlike. 
Blind  rage,  is  that  your  transport's  name  ? 

Or  are  the  fates  to  blame  ? 
Or  is  it  wickedness,  the  wreak 

Of  your  distempers  ?      Speak. 
They  're  conscience-smit  and  stupefied, 

White-visaged  and  tongue-tied. 
It  is  the  fratricidal  fit ! 

To  that  attribute  it. 
Yes,  Remus'  blood  when  to  the  sod 

Unforfeited  it  flowed 
Cursed  all  posterity  and  Rome 

To  an  untimelv  tomb. 
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What  !   rotten  with  decay  propose 

To  my  green  youth  ?  with  those 
Black  teeth,  deep  records  of  the  plough 

Of  age  upon  the  brow, 
And  flabby  lips  exhaling — faugh  ! 

And  dropping  under-jaw  ? 
But  'tis  your  bust  that  you  rely  : 

I  'm  to  be  tickled  by 
What  may  remind  me  there  of  that 

A  suckino;  foal  tugs  at. 
A  thigh  articulated  lank 

With  dropsy-swollen  shank. 
Supporting — but  description  here 

Must  be  a  falterer — 
To  lures  like  these  you  'd  have  me,  ay  ? 

Fling  chastity  away  ? 
Granted  your  wealth  :  at  your  decease 

That  family-images. 
Some  of  triumphal  men  departed. 

May  after  you  be  carted  ; 
That  there  's  no  wife,  whoever  found  her, 

With  berries  more  or  rounder 
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Than  those  you  're  able  to  parade, 

Frequents  the  promenade, 
And  not  a  dowager  as  you 

Profusely  can  to  strew 
Bolster  and  quilt  and  silken  sitting 

With  amorous  Stoic  writing, 
What  then  ?  will  only  those  who  learn 

Verse-making  serve  your  turn  r 
Are  clowns  and  dunces  qualified 

In  less  to  soothe  your  pride  ? 
You  may  exert  in  conversation 

A  sort  of  fascination  : 
Employ  it  prithee  to  some  end 

More  hopeful  to  be  gained 
And  creditable  than  to  stir 

The  feeling  you  desire. 
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When  with  the  joy  to  Caesar's  new 

Decisive  triumph  due 
And  due  to  Jove  who  loves  a  good 

Convivial  gratitude. 
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Beneath  your  lofty  domes,  O  blest 

Mccccnas !   shall  I  taste 
The  Caecuban  for  festive  cup 

And  great  events  stored  up, 
As  late  I  did,  to  gratulate 

His  driving  from  the  Strait, 
For  empire  who  forsooth  would  be 

Competitor  at  sea, 
Yet  v/ith  his  fleet  to  the  grief  came 

Of  utter  rout  and  flame. 
After  a  threat  to  fill  the  chains 

With  Roman  citizens 
Whence  he  had  liberated  sets 

Of  fugitive  slaves  his  pets. 
I  was  not  wanting  then  with  my 

Mixed  sounds  to  victory 
Of  lyre  and  flute  (barbarian  this. 

But  that  from  Doric  Greece), 
And  am  not  like  to  be  with  more 

Occasion  than  before. 
Italian  legions  (history 

Will  here  be  thought  to  lie) 
With  shouldered  pike  and  palisade 

A  woman's  word  obeyed  ! 
Aye,  did  as  men  emasculated. 

Her  chamberlains,  dictated  ! 
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Then  was  the  sun  in  full  day  rolled 

Confounded  to  behold 
Midst  eagles  borne  a  net  to  keep 

From  gnats  the  General's  sleep  ! 
Which  when  two  thousand  cavaliers, 
Who  had  won  in  Gaul  their  spurs 
Perceived,  indignant  drawing  rein 
They  hummed  an  old  quatrain 
Reciting  Julius'  praise.      It  was 

This  vision  of  the  gauze 
Made  the  left  squadron  moving  out 

Of  port  to  put  about 
And  from  all  action  to  embay 

The  whole  eventful  day. 
lo  triumphe  !  waiting  for 

The  bullock  and  the  car, 
lo  triumphe  !  such  was  not 

Out  of  Jugurtha  got. 
The  memory  that  you  are  making 

Not  e'en  by  Carthage'  taking 
To  the  imperishable  name 

Of  Africanus  came. 
Afoot  defeated  and  afloat. 

The  enemy  has  changed  note 
And  o'er  his  bravery  draws  the  masks 
That  altered  fortune  asks. 
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He  Steers  for  Crete  whose  hundred  towns 

The  wind-bound  wretch  renounce, 
He  makes  for  Afric's  sandy  shore 

By  Notus  tumbled  o'er, 
He  wanders  up  and  down  the  sea 

Not  knowing  where  to  be. 
Boy  !  bring  me  Chian,  Lesbian  wine. 

Or  any  choice  that  's  mine, 
And  change  this  goblet,  for  a  slow 

Potation  well  enow 
But  for  a  bumper  toast  at  call 

Enthusiastic  small. 
Stay  :  I  'm  advised  for  bilious  breast 

Caecuban  would  be  best, 
Fetch  it.     The  cares  I  had,  nay  more 

Some  fears  on  Caesar's  score 
To  wash  in  long-drawn  draughts  away 

Winds  pleasant  up  the  day. 
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That  boat  will  founder,  take  my  word, 

With  Maevius  aboard. 
Who  having  stunk  the  sweet  land-breeze 

Goes  now  to  stink  the  seas. 
Auster  !  remember  with  the  most 

Terrific  lash  you  boast 
To  put,  of  violentest  weather 

And  bristling  brine,  together, 
To  follow  where  that  boat  is  gone 

And  right  and  left  lay  on. 
Black  Eurus  !  raking  up  the  water 

That  neptune  lends  to  float  her, 
Unship  and  dash  on  different  shores 

Her  rudder  and  her  oars. 
Rise  on  her,  Aquilo  !   for  a  stroke 

Such  as  would  snap  an  oak. 
When  sad  Orion  dips  and  night 

Hides  every  friendly  light. 
A  state  more  quiet  of  the  tide 

Allow  her  not  to  ride 
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Than  the  Greek  transports  homeward  rowed 

Victorious  were  allowed 
When  Pallas  turned  upon  the  smack 

That  carried  Ajax  back 
After  the  pleasure  and  renown 

Of  burning  Ilium  down. 
I  think  I  see  the  funking  crew 

And  M^vius,  mud-faced  you, 
And  hear  the  woman's  wail  you  send 

To  Jove  who  won't  attend, 
Until  by  battering  the  beam 

And  opening  every  seam 
Into  the  hold  with  brutal  roa^- 

Ionian  billows  pour. 
If  this  should  happen  and  you  reach, 

A  corse,  the  shingled  beach 
And  help  to  keep  the  birds  that  dive 

By  your  pecked  eyes  alive, 
A  wanton  goat  and  Iamb  at  play 

I  '11  to  the  tempests  slay. 


PETTI  !    NIHIL    ME.  26 
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The  verses  that  I  used  to  write 

With  such  an  appetite 
Ah  Pettius  !  ah  !    for  them  all  taste 

Has  come  to  be  displaced 
By  fit  on  fit  of  amorousness 

Too  strong  to  dispossess. 
To  fire  so  soon,  and  burn  so  much 

Ne'er  was  another  such. 
My  fury  for  Inachia  's  but 

Now  only  smouldering  out, 
Yet  (with  good  reason)  I  remember 

It  seized  me  one  December 
From  which  this  third  the  woods  bereaves 

Of  the  honour  of  their  leaves. 

0  what  a  source  the  talk  of  Rome 
For  all  that  time  drew  from 

In  hapless  me  !  such  evil  case 
Is  positive  disgrace, 

1  blush  recalling  it  and  more, 

Am  most  repentant  for 
The  form  'twas  doubtless  seen  to  have 
At  parties  that  you  gave. 
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The  feeble  interest  I  took, 

The  little  that  I  spoke, 
The  false  rejoinders  that  I  made. 

Must  sadly  have  betrayed 
My  state  without  the  treacheries 

Of  frequent  deep-fetched  sighs. 
Helped  by  a  pitcher  of  your  best 

To  make  you  a  clean  breast 
(Bacchus  to  small  reserve  pretends 

And  hates  it  in  his  friends) 
I  said  that  when  one  mistress  two 

Present  themselves  to  woo, 
I  thought  it  very  hard  that  means 

Should  carry  it  from  brains  : 
And  added,  angered  and  disgusted 

With  remedies  long  trusted 
To  soothe,  but  by  experience  found 

No  comfort  to  the  wound. 
They  being  scattered  to  the  wind, 

I  had  made  up  my  mind. 
However  pride  were  galled,  to  cease 

Contending  upon  these 
Unequal  hopeless  terms,  and  yield 

Possession  of  the  field. 
This  having  said  and  sealed  with  you 

As  th'  only  thing  to  do. 
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And  being  counselled  to  go  straight 

From  your's  to  my  own  gate, 
Instead  of  that  I  roamed  the  street 

With  undetermined  feet 
A  nd  stood  at  last  oh  me  !   before 

The  same  unfriendly  door, 
The  same  hard  threshold  that  had  tried 

So  sore  my  hip  and  side. 
Now  a  new  fancy  to  a  face 

Of  more  than  female  grace 
And  softness  holds  me  captive,  whence 

To  turn  me  moral  sense, 
My  own  and  my  remonstrant  nay 

Reproachful  friends',  essay 
In  vain  :  though  what  their  efforts  fail 

Quite  in,  'tis  probable 
Some  other  face,  me  meant  to  please. 

Will  with  the  greatest  ease 
Accomplish.     Gods  !  so  fiery. 

So  fickle  formed  was  I. 
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Why  write  me  letters,  and  why  make 

Me  presents  ?  you  mistake, 
I  've  not  the  qualities  you  suppose 

Nor  the  default  of  nose, 
A  hound  shall  not  discover  more 

Infallibly  a  boar 
Plunged  in  a  boo;  than  I  '11  detect 

A  personal  defect 
Of  sweetness.     Chanced  you,  on  my  arm, 

In  stepping  out  to  warm, 
What  I  suspect  the  tainted  air 

Would  fatally  declare, 
What  I  perceive,  the  rouge  and  chalk 

By  your  excited  talk 
Displaced  and  cracking  on  your  cheeks, 

Would  strew  my  sleeve  with  flakes. 
Whate'er  attentions  I  bestowed 

You  'd  think  that  more  were  owed, 
And  your  for  ever  raised  desire 

Than  my  compliance  higher 
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Would  be  for  ever  bring-ino;  on 

Jealous  comparison  : 
If  Lydia  v^^ished  you  to  do  that 

Would  she  have  long  to  wait  ? 
All  services  performed  for  me 

Once  and  unw^illingly, 
Are  done  with  eagerness  for  her 

Twice  thrice  or  oftener. 
The  female  friend  who  knowing  your 

Exactions  to  my  poor 
Ability  recommended  you, 

An  evil  end  pursue. 
Had  my  Amyntas  been  her  choice, 

The  burly  boor  from  Cos 
Who  swings  my  plough,  why  there  had  been 

Discernment  to  be  seen  ! 
The  fellow  standing  on  the  ground 

As  firm  and  as  big  round 
As  in  a  hedge  an  elm  or  ash 

That  yearly  woodmen  trash. 
Apostrophising  thus  you  cry 

(Th'  apostrophised  is  I) 
So  my  first  ofi^ering  you  return 

Upon  my  hands  with  scorn  ! 
This  cloth  of  brightest  Tyrian  dye 

Might  have  allured  your  eye. 
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And  would  have  been  incontinent, 

The  very  next  thing  sent. 
You  might  have  then  gone  out  to  dine 

Among  the  finest  fine, 
Folk  would  have  said  :  She  does  not  spare 

That  he  may  well  appear. 
So  rich,  so  liberal,  I  admire 

You  should  decline  me.  Sir, 
As  might  a  lamb  the  wolPs  dry  jaws 

Or  o;oat  the  lion^s  claws. 
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A  HORRID  time  has  made  the  heavens  contract, 
Then  fall  in  sleet  and  cataract 
Of  rain:   the  waves,  the  trees 
With  Thracian  Aquilo  howl.    Friends !  here  we  are : 
Occasion  from  the  weather  fair 
Presented  let  us  seize. 
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What !   we  are  hale,  and  do  not  yet  so  feel 
Time's  weight  as  to  be  imbecile, 
Our  mirth,  let  it  not  want 
Decorum,  and  the  absence  of  our  youth 
Need  be  no  reason  not  to  smooth 
A  corrugated  front. 

My  little  butler,  take  the  keys  and  go 

Remove,  from  where  you  likely  know, 
A  parcel  of  the  vine 
Crushed  in  Torquatus'  year.     Sirs !   'tis  my  right, 
Since  under  him  I  first  saw  light. 
To  call  that  consul  mine. 

Political  discussion,  if  you  please. 

In  favour  of  this  juice  shall  cease: 
Affairs  disordered  grown 
May  possibly  be  brought  by  some  kind  change 
Easy  for  providence  to  arrange 
To  settle  quiet  down. 

Now  I  propose  this  nard  for  all  our  heads. 
Right  Achaemenian  it  needs 
No  praises,  let  it  flow. 
And  here  's  my  lyre,  the  Cyllenean  toy 
Invented  for  the  use  of  joy 
And  for  the  ease  of  woe. 
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Old  Cheiron,  when  Achilles  was  grown  up, 
Put  in  his  hands  a  harp  and  cup 
With  these  companion  words 

0  mortal !   though  thy  mother  was  the  Sea, 

Never  yet  matched^  nor  born  to  be, 
But  to  defy  all  swords, 

1  've  told  you  there's  a  land  in  which  of  yore 

Assaracus  the  sceptre  bore 
And  where  two  currents  run, 
Scamander  narrow  cold  to  the  right  hand. 
To  the  left  Simois,  to  that  land 
You  have  to  go,  my  son ! 

And  thence  the  Parcae,  by  whose  hands  the  thread 
Is  unequivocally  led, 
Have  cut  off  all  return  : 
The  parent  flood  attending  to  convey 

You  home  triumphant  from  the  fray, 
For  that  shall  idly  yearn. 

There,  at  the  destined  bourne,  if  to  repine. 
Hard  fate  accusing,  you  incline. 
Recall  in  either  hand 
My  tokens  laid,  bethink  thee  wine  and  song, 
To  lift  whatever  burden  strong. 
Do  hold  a  laneuaee  bland. 
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Bidding  be  cheered,  be  charmed,  to  ugly  plaint. 
Sighs  recreant,  melancholy  taint. 
And  will  sustain  my  troth 
That  noble  consolations  to  the  brave 

Even  while  standing  o'er  their  grave 
May  be  derived  from  both. 
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Why  I  should  be  in  every  sense 

So  steeped  in  indolence 
That  even  to  the  soft  infection 

I  'm  yielding  recollection, 
Not  for  a  single  draught  or  dream 

In  debt  to  Lethe's  stream, 
Mecaenas !  you  who  nothing  hide. 

Complain  to  be  denied 
To  know,  and  though  your  asking  kill 

Ask  me  to  tell  you  still. 
Th^  stoppage  to  iambic  line 

I  promised  is  divine 
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And  therefore  not  to  be  o'ercomc. 

Part  's  finished,  for  the  sum, 
On  cylinder  heaven  has  foretold 

It  never  will  be  rolled. 
Thus  in  Bathyllus's  regard 

'Tis  said  the  Teian  bard 
Found  metres  irksome,  that  the  wail 

Of  passion  to  his  shell 
Broke  at  the  last  through  all  restraint 

Of  numeral  complement. 
You  're  bagged  yourself  as  Cupid's  game. 

Ah  !    if  no  lovelier  flame 
Set  fire  to  the  beleaguered  town 

Of  hapless  Ilion, 
Rejoice  so  fortunate  to  be  ! 

A  freedman's  daughter  me 
Torments,  for  Phryne  splits  her  heart 

And  gives  me  but  one  part. 
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'TwAS  night,  'twas  calm,  amid  the  lesser  light 

The  regent  moon  was  beaming  bright. 
When  you,  about  with  all  the  greatest  names 

In  heaven  that  adjuration  frames 
To  trifle,  giving  me  a  closer  squeeze 

Than  ivy  gives  his  ilex-trees. 
And  I  receiving  it  as  ilex  proves 

That  he  receives  his  ivies'  loves. 
Obliged  in  words  of  mine  the  mutual  soul — 

Near  to  the  fold  while  wolves  shall  prowl^ 
While  bleak  Orion  to  the  navies'  hurt 

The  skies  of  winter  shall  assert 
And  orbed  Apollo  give  his  radiant  hair 

Unshorn  to  undulate  in  air, 
So  long  the  love  that  on  your  lips  I  seal 

And  you  on  mine  we  two  will  feel. 
An  oath  so  fresh  so  solemn  in  the  making 

Nesera !  you  '11  repent  the  breaking. 
If  Flaccus  have  within  him  the  least  grain 

Left  of  the  spirit  of  a  man 
He  '11  ne'er  submit  to  your  devoting  nights 

Together  not  to  his  delights, 

18 
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But  leaving  you  to  him  whom  you  prefer 

Seek  the  reciprocal  elsewhere ! 
He  has  the  constancy  will  not  be  bended 

By  beauty  that  has  once  offended, 
And  if  resentment  fairly  lodge  is  slow 

To  cleave  his  breast  and  let  it  go. 
And  you  !  who  strut  in  my  misfortune  proud, 

If  sole  for  you  Pactolus  flowed, 
If  you  possessed  an  interest  in  the  yield 

Of  every  other  golden  field. 
In  every  valley  though  you  pastured  kine, 

Though  not  a  mysticism  in 
Pythagoras  (renascent  oft)  to  your 

Fine  penetration  were  obscure. 
And  though  reflected  in  your  form  and  face 

Appeared  a  more  than  Nireus'  grace, 
One  accident  you  would  not  be  above. 

The  shifting  of  Neaera's  love. 
As  I  have  wept  to  weep,  your  turn  at  some 

Not  distant  date  is  sure  to  come, 
And  mine  with  re-invigorated  side 

As  you  derided  to  deride. 
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Another  age  of  civil  strife  !   O  Rome 

By  thine  own  fatal  force  o'ercome  ! 
What  Porsena  and  his  Etrurians,  what 

The  neighbouring  Marsian's  hate  could  not, 
What  jealous  Capua,  the  revolted  slave, 

Gallia  inconstant  faithless  brave, 
Germania's  blue-eyed  swarms,  more  fell  than  all. 

Our  sires'  abhorrence  Hannibal 
Did  not,  were  not  of  malice  and  of  might 

Enough  to  do,  in  nature's  spite 
We  shall  ourselves  have  done,  and  earned  to  have 

Our  country  curse  us  from  her  grave. 
The  fairest  soil  by  culture  e'er  asserted 

To  silence  and  the  beasts  reverted. 
Not  so,  for  having  drawn  upon  her  worse 

We  've  earned  to  have  our  country's  curse, 
For  that  we  brought  wild  horsemen  to  the  walls 

As  victors,  made  our  homes  their  stalls, 
Ourcinder'd  streets,  and  o'er  them  Jove's  charr'd  roof 

Echo  to  clattering  Parthian  hoof 
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That  scattered  to  the  view  of  suns  and  showers 

What  reverence  covered  up  from  our's, 
The  Founder  of  those  fallen  and  echoing  stones 

In  what  is  left  us  of  his  bones. 
Perchance  all  of  you,  'chance  the  better  part, 

These  circumstances  laid  to  heart. 
Have  asked  yourselves,  and  it  may  even  be 

Have  wished  to  be  resolved  of  me, 
What  course  to  take,  what  action  at  your  hands 

The  painful  exigence  demands. 
Be,  then,  the  old  Phocaeans'  to  the  letter 

Our  sentiment — where  is  a  better  ? 
They  took  their  gods  to  witness  under  pains 

Most  dreadful  that  their  native  plains. 
The  hearths  on  which  their  fathers  baked  their  bread. 

The  ground  in  which  they  laid  their  dead, 
They  would  abandon,  never  to  come  back. 

To  the  boar's  tusk  and  the  wolf's  track  : 
Like  them,  in  terms  as  awful  and  as  clear, 

Let  our  united  Romans  swear 
The  random  impulse  only  to  obey, 

And  having  hewed  the  helm  away. 
With  Notus,  if  he  call,  the  waves  to  swim, 

If  wayward  Africus,  with  him. 
Are  you  content  ?  have  I  persuaded  best  ? 

Then  be  the  deck  immediate  pressed  ! 
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Then  with  the  bird's  first  favourable  token 

Be  our  sails  set  and  our  oath  spoken 
Let  it  not  be  unlawful  to  return 

When  rock  shall  float  and  water  burn  ! 
Not  painful  homeward  to  direct  our  keel 

When  Padus  to  the  top  shall  swell 
Of  steep  Matinus  and  the  Pennine  chain 

Merge  by  projection  in  the  main. 
When  love  to  strange  and  inconvenient  suits 

Perverts  the  passions  of  the  brutes, 
That  on  the  doe  the  tiger  grafts  his  stock, 

And  dove  adulterates  with  hawk. 
When  damaged  instinct  purges  bulls  and  deer 

Releases  of  the  lion's  fear, 
And  makes  the  finny  kind  with  goats  exchange 

Stream's  bottom  for  the  hilly  range, 
Pledged,  the  whole  city,  on  its  bended  knees, 

In  words  as  desperate  as  these, 
Or  added  to  and  aggravated  more 

Ne  'er  to  return !  let's  quit  the  shore 
All,  to  a  man ! — at  least  the  better  taught. 

Though  the  indocile  herd  should  not. 
Who  cannot  break  from  sloth  or  rise  to  hope 

There  let  them  lie,  there  let  them  mope. 
You  who  have  heart  superior  to  your  griefs 

Fly  past  Etruria  and  her  cliffs. 
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From  her  to  oceans  fly  in  circle  rolled, 

Rich  islands  and  prolific  mould, 
Where  corn  is  reaped  from  earth's  unlaboured  bosom 

And  vines  undressed  eternal  blossom 
And  dusky  figs  mature  on  their  own  wood 

And  olives  unassisted  bud, 
Where  the  primaeval  hollow  trunk  of  tree 

Drips  with  the  labours  of  the  bee, 
And  the  sound  forest-stems  and  prairied  reed, 

Autumnal  tapped  or  vernal,  bleed 
With  syrups !  where  tall  mountains  stretch  and  from 

Their  tabled  summits  sounding  come — 
Not  rills,  by  tempests  into  volume  fed 

But  rivers  deep  and  ample  spread: 
Where  goats  unbid  and  with  distended  dug 

Kine  place  themselves  to  milking-jug. 
And  vipers  burrow  not  in  bloated  ground, 

And  evening-bears  no  fold  surround. 
More  it  shall  be  our  fortune  to  admire ! 

In  water  no  extremes  or  fire. 
The  king  of  gods,  himself  charged  with  the  weather. 

Imposing  temperance  on  either. 
That  rains  shall  not  after  the  ploughman's  toil 

Wash  off  the  merits  of  the  soil, 
Nor  seeds  susceptible  of  happy  birth, 

Abortive  lie  in  calcined  earth, 
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Nor  flocks  and  herds  be  burned  from  high  degrees 

Of  heat  or  take  taints  of  disease. 
There  are  wild  tracks  in  the  recesses  far 

Of  the  Black  Sea — I  know  there  are — 
Inhospitable,  but  'tis  neither  those 

Nor  any  known  that  I  propose. 
Sidonian  sailor  never  turned  cross-tree 

Nor  Ulyssean  to  my  sea. 
The  pine  of  Thessaly  by  Jason  framed 

Attained  a  shore  already  named, 
On  that  I  wot  of,  name  was  ne'er  bestowed, 

To  that  was  never  Argo  rowed, 
And  never  upon  that  was  Colchian  maid 

Nor  any  met  to  be  betrayed. 
No  !   for  a  moral  and  a  pious  race 

There  Jupiter  secreted  space 
When  he  alloyed  the  time  that  is  to  pass, 

The  time  in  gold  to  time  in  brass. 
Brass  into  iron.     There  'tis  that  I  foretell 

With  innocence  all  shall  be  well. 
There  'tis  from  evils  of  each  baser  age 

Her  safe  reception  I  presage. 
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Yes,  'tis  an  art!  you've  made  it  good! 

Here  are  my  hands !   I  am  subdued ! 

And  beg  you,  humbled  to  the  knee, 

By  Prosperpine !    by  Hecate ! 

(Not  to  be  temerarious  light 

Evoked  from  inobsequious  night) 

And  by  that  volume  with  dark  word 

Of  incantation  charactered. 

Which  makes  the  heaven  that  circles  stop, 

And  heaven  that's  stationary  drop, 

Canidia!  to  forbear  the  spell. 

To  cease  to  whirl  the  magic  wheel, 

The  dire  confusion  to  my  mind 

Thence  spun  incessant,  to  unwind. 

In  Nereus'  grandson  the  entreaty 

Of  Telephus  excited  pity 

Spite  of  his  levied  Mysian  war 

And  boldly-launched  defiant  spear. 

The  Trojan  matrons  laid  their  great 

Defender's  body  out  in  state 
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Although  to  dog  sepulchral-throated 

And  carcase-hunting  bird  devoted 

After  the  king  had  left  the  wall 

At  hard  Achilles'  feet  to  fall. 

Much-tried  Ulysses'  rowers  rough 

With  bristles  put  the  porker  off, 

At  Circe's  charms  spelt  backward  took 

Recognizable  voice  and  look. 

O  sailors'  drab  and  travelling  clerks', 

I've  overpaid  those  free  remarks. 

My  youth  is  gone,  that  honest  red 

That  tinged  my  wholesome  flesh  has  fled 

And  left  a  skeleton  tight  drawn  o'er 

With  lurid  cuticle,  no  more. 

The  herbs  whose  odours  you  exhale. 

Have  made  my  very  hairs  turn  pale. 

Deprived  of  sleep  for  cure  I  toiled, 

Remembering  rest  is  labour's  child, 

But  at  reclining  time  fatigue 

Proved  with  my  enemy  in  league. 

For  days  and  nights  what  breath  I  get 

Is  less  than  lifts  the  thorax'  weight. 

So  that  I  own  severely  tried 

What  ease  and  ignorance  denied. 

As  Marsian  spells  have  cloven  skulls 

So  Sabine  choke  the  spiracles. 
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Can  you  do  worse  ?   O  sea  and  land, 

You  can !   I  feel  your  other  hand, 

And  flare  as  Hercles  did  not  more 

Smeared  with  the  glandered  centaur's  gore, 

As  does  not  JEtm  in  whose  pan 

Remitting  fires  the  Cyclops  fan. 

When  there's  a  workroom  glowing  hot 

As  your's  with  Colchic  stove  and  pot 

I  know  my  fate,  to  ashes  burned 

In  windy  eddies  to  be  turned. 

How  will  it  end  ?  in  what  to  pay  ? 

Money  or  money's  value  say: 

Of  cattle  if  a  hundred  head. 

It  shall  be  honourably  paid: 

If  laudatory  odes  as  many, 

Count  on  the  lies  to  the  last  penny. 

The  Chaste  !  the  Good  !   you  shall  be  rolled 

Mid  iron  stars  a  star  in  gold. 

Castor  and  Castor's  brother  stung 

To  vengeance  for  their  sister  sung 

In  honour's  counterkey  not  less 

Felt  the  forgiving  tenderness 

And  to  the  bard's  repentant  cries 

Condoned  the  forfeit  of  his  eyes. 

Restore  you  also,  for  you  can. 

The  sense  of  order  to  my  brain. 
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Your  father  never  lived  in  dirt, 
Nor  you  as  bad  as  folk  assert, 
You  are  a  matron,  yes,  you  cried 
Lucina's  help  to  your  bedside. 
Yes,  your  month  up,  you  had  the  joy 

Of  thanking  Heaven  for  a  fine  boy 

Rocks  are  not  deafer  to  the  shriek 

That  rises  from  the  splitting  wreck 

Than  I,  with  pellets  in  my  ears. 

Am  to  the  pouring  of  your  prayers. 

Will  Cupid  when  he  shuns  the  light 

Be  dragged  to  it  and  not  requite  ? 

Shall  you  have  ventured  on  a  scofF 

At  the  Cotyttia  and  get  off? 

Have  made  an  exercise  of  mine 

In  venifice  on  Esquiline 

After  proposing  to  assist 

Nay,  acting  at  it  as  highpriest, 

A  conversation  and  a  loathing 

From  end  to  end  of  Rome — for  nothing  ? 

Send  to  Pelignum  in  despair 

For  the  most  dangerous  hag  that's  there. 

With  half  your  fortune  bribe  her  skill 

To  brew  a  broth  shall  quickest  kill, 

Condemned  to  live  only  to  gain 

New  capabilities  of  pain 
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You  '11  find  it  one  thing  to  desire 
To  die,  another  to  expire. 
Wishful  and  wantful  of  the  food 
Provoking  near  and  plaguy  good 
The  lips  of  Tantalus  murmur  with 
One  only  prayer,  to  cease  to  breathe. 
Prometheus  fastened  to  the  bird 
Implores  release  and  is  unheard. 
To  lodge  upon  the  mountain's  crest 
The  stone  he  rolls  and  be  at  rest 
Sisyphus  sighs,  but  heavenly  will 
And  justice  are  against  it  still. 
O  could  I  pitch  headforemost  from 
Agrippa's  pantheistic  dome ! 
With  Noric  poniard  make  a  hole 
Of  exit  for  my  prisoned  soul ! 
Enclose  this  neck  in  hempen  braid, 
And  dangle  from  the  balustrade ! 
So  shall  you  pray  mad  with  disdain 
Of  vital  air  yet  pray  in  vain. 
To  take  me  and  my  triumph  up 
Then  shall  your  hateful  shoulders  stoop. 
Then  never  shall  have  beast  been  ridden 
As  I  '11  ride  you  endless  bestridden, 
Then  will  there  not  have  been  a  birth 
Of  insolence  like  mine  on  earth  ! 
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I  who  could  frame  a  conjuration 

To  give  wax-figures  animation 

(Wretch!  as  to  this  you  wished  to  know 

And  satisfied  yourself  'twas  so) 

To  pluck  the  moon  from  overhead, 

From  under  foot  erect  the  dead, 

And  mingle  potions  to  convert 

To  love  the  scornful  and  inert, 

I  was  fixed  on,  was  I  ?  forsooth, 

In  whom  to  show  magic's  untruth. 

And  you  were  he,  were  you  ?  from  whom 

My  grief  at  failing  was  to  come  ? 
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Phcebus  !  and  regent  of  the  woods, 
Diana  !  who  in  golden  floods 
And  silver,  bathe  our  days  and  nights, 
Two  sovereign  lights 

The  most  adorable  and  most 
Of  all  the  salutary  host 
Of  heaven  adored,  grant  all  we  pray 
This  happy  day 

Prescribed,  as  you  advise  us  by 
Weird  voices  from  antiquity 
(The  leaves  whereon  Sibyllae  spelled 
All  ye  have  willed) 

For  lads  and  lasses  chosen  fair 
And  chaste  to  laud  the  gods  whoe'er 
They  be,  that  have  in  the  seven  heights 
Their  fixed  delights. 

O  parent  Sun  !  whose  every  birth 
Presents  thee  to  admiring  earth 
In  new  and  different  yet  the  same 
Identic  flame. 
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Beseech  thee  now  in  all  the  way 
Thou  takest  to  bring  in  the  day 
And  carry  out  diffused  afar 

From  radiant  car, 

May  't  be  thy  purpose  and  thy  part 
To  give  (our  nearest  wish  at  heart) 
No  polity  so  great  and  bright 

As  Rome's  the  light. 

O  Ilythuia  !  ne'er  behind 
In  last  necessity  with  kind 
Assistance  to  disclose  a  womb 

To  ripeness  come, 

If  Genitalis  be  a  style 

Liked  better,  or  Lucina,  smile 

On  future  infant  (in  gestation) 

Hopes  of  the  nation, 

Augment  our  numbers,  speed  the  laws 
That  lately  for  that  very  cause 
In  marriage  and  production's  aid 
The  Fathers  made, 

That  the  twice-fifty  just  completed 
Cycles  however  oft  repeated 
May  reproduce  the  selfsame  themes 
For  thankful  hymns. 
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The  selfsame  games  in  the  same  ways 
Conducted  three  successive  days, 
And  for  an  equal  count  of  nights 
The  selfsame  rites. 

And  you,  O  Parcas  !   be  you  still 
True  to  your  presage  and  fulfil 
By  a  stability  unbroken 

That  you  've  once  spoken  : 

Aye  to  the  fates  accomplished  join 
In  long  uninterrupted  line 
Fates  that  shall  not  disgrace  or  lower 
The  brio;ht  before. 

Earth !   be  thou  fattened  and  sustain 
Much  cattle,  and  be  sure  the  grain 
For  garlanding  thy  Ceres'  brows 

Right  golden  grows. 

Flow  healthful,  fount  and  stream,  confirm 
Ye  timely  rains,  the  sprouting  germ. 
And  to  commencing  life  be  kind, 
Thou  vernal  wind. 

That  dreadful  arrow  first  laid  by 
Apollo!   see  with  placid  eye 
These  boys,  and  to  thy  ears  let  reach 
Their  suppliant  speech. 
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Queen  of  the  stars,  thyself  art  new 
And  crescent  when  thy  horns  be  two, 
Behold  these  growing  girls  and  deign 
To  hear  their  strain. 

Gods !   if  Rome  be  your  work  and  bands 
From  Ilium  reached  Etrurian  lands 
By  you  enabled  o'er  the  deep 

Safe  course  to  keep, 

As  at  your  best  'tis  hard  to  doubt 
They  put  themselves  on  that  sad  route 
And  moved  at  your  mysterious  nod 
The  household  god : 

And  if  JEnezs  through  the  fire 
Opened  to  son  and  aged  sire 
And  friends  a  road  you  taught  his  foes 
Not  to  foreclose : 

If  he  survived  his  country  there 
To  animate  her  corpse  elsewhere 
And  give  the  sons  of  her  bereft 

More  than  they  left, 

Here  is  presumption  of  your  love, 
Nor  can  we  ask  a  boon  above 
What,  after  this,  we  may  conclude 
You  mean  of  ffood. 
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Give,  then,  the  rising  generation 
Sound  institution,  pure  formation, 
Give  peaceful  close  to  that  v/hich  sets, 
And  no  regrets. 

Give  wealth,  its  safeguards  and  its  buoys, 
Give  family-love  and  family  joys, 
Ciive  all  that's  honest  to  the  clan 
Romulean. 

Our  Imperator  with  white  bulls 
Adoring,  in  whose  veins  there  rolls 
Of  V^enus  and  Anchises^  blood 
A  mingled  flood, 

Give  him,  as  now^  the  upper  hand 
Of  pride  that  makes  a  warlike  stand, 
And  to  bear  gently  on  the  foes 

Bowed  to  his  blows. 

To  troops  that  force  all  enemies 
Respect  their  prowess  (such  are  his) 
Bv  land  and  sea,  even  the  Mede 

Thinks  he  must  cede. 

Scvthae  and  Indi  to  the  gods 
Of  Alba  and  her  axe  and  rods 
Have  sent  and  reverently  learned 

The  wills  they  spurned. 
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Now  faith,  now  peace,  now  honour  see, 
And  modesty  that  used  to  be, 
To  our  affectionate  relapse 

Retrace  their  steps. 

If  not  quite  out  of  dear  respect, 
Fallen  they  had  to  cold  neglect, 
And  needed  the  fond  cries  they  hear 
To  reappear. 

With  them  the  seasons'  nature  kind 
Returns,  for  goodness  in  the  mind 
Renewing,  plenty  to  the  board 

Should  be  restored. 

He  in  whose  hands  the  bow  has  place, 
Bent  with  unutterable  grace. 
Refulgent  Phoebus,  the  divining 

Art's  first  beginning. 

If  not  of  poesy  the  fount. 
High  in  its  mistresses'  account. 
Source  to  the  noble  healing  science, 
And  grand  reliance, 

May  he,  continuing  to  bestow 
On  Palatinus'  castled  brow 
The  look  benign  he  ever  did. 
As  aye  he  bid, 
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Bidding  to  prosper  on  their  way 
The  Latin  luck  and  Roman  sway, 
Through  hundreds  of  improving  years 
Take  our  affairs. 

She  who  on  Aventinus  here 
Has  house  and  priest  and  worshipper, 
And  holds  on  Algidus'  cold  heights 
Related  rites, 

Dian  !   may  she  accept  the  ten 
And  five  illustrious  holy  men, 
Who  bear  commission  from  the  state 
To  celebrate, 

Lo  !   they  are  fallen  to  their  knees  ! 
With  mind  propitious  may  she  please 
In  unison  with  the  children's  prayers 
To  listen  theirs. 

'Tis  done,  and  from  the  sacred  domes 
All  are  dispersing  to  their  homes  ; 
I  too  am  going  with  divine 

Approof  to  mine. 

With  the  good  hope,  nay,  with  the  sure, 
That,  Jove  and  all  ye  gods,  'tis  your 
Petitions  I  have  here  desired. 

For  you  inspired, 
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I  and  the  chorus  I  have  trained, 
Heaven's  true  instructions  previous  gained, 
How  Phcebus  and  Diana's  praise 
Correct  to  raise. 


THE    END. 
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